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PROLOGUE 
Srokes by Mrs. Boutell to the Maiden | 


(een, 


Omen like us (paſſing for men) you'l cry, 
Preſume too much upon your Secrelie, 
There's nor a fop in towpbur will precend, 
Toknow the cheat himſelf,or by his friend, 
Then make no words on't, Gallants tis e'te tree, 
We ate condemn'd to look, and ſtrut, like you, 

Since we chus freely our hard fate confeſs, 

Accept us theſe bad cimes in any dreſs. 

You'l find the ſ\weer on'c, now old Pantcaloons, 54: 
Will goasfar, as formerly new Gowns, | 
And from your owncalt Wigs, expect no frowns,” - 
The Ladies we ſhall not fo cabily pleaſe, 

They'l ſay what impudent bold rhivgs are theſe. 

Thar dare provoke, yer cannot do vs right, 

Like men with huffing looks, chatdare not fight, 
Bur this reproach,our courage muſt not daunr,-,, 
Tae Bravelt Souldier may a Weapon want, p- 

Let Ker thar donbes ns, Qill ſend Her Gallant,” 
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Ladies 1Þ us, you'l Youth and Beauty find, 

All chings bur one, according to your mind, 
And when your Eyes and Ears are feaited here, 
Riſe up and make out the ſhore Meal elſewhere. 
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EPILOGUE 


S'poken by Mrs. Reeves to the Maiden 
Queen. 


VV think you Sirs,was't not all wellepough, 


Willyou nocgrant that we can irur,and huft, 
Men may be proud, but faith for ought I ſee, 
They neicher walk,nor cock,ſo well as we, 
And for the fighting Parc we may in time, 
Grow upto ſwagger in heroick Rhime, 
For though we cannor boaſt of equal force, 
Yerar ſome Weapon's men have Kill the worſe, 
Why ſhould nor chen we Women a& alone, 
Or whence are men ſo neceflary grown, jo 
Our's are ſo old, theyare as good as none 
Some who have cri'd em if you'l take their Oaths, 
Sweat they 'ce as arrant cinſell as theis Eloaths, 
Imagine us but what we repreſent, 
And we c ouldi e'se, give you as go>d cement, 
Our faces, ſhapes, 21's better than you ſee, 
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And for the reli they wapr as much as we 
' Oh would the higher Powers be kind to us, 
And grant us to ſet up a female houſe. 
VVee' make our ſelyes to pleaſe both Sexes then, 
Tothe Men Women, to the Women Mevp. 

Here we preſume , our Legsare no 1ll fight, 

And they wouldgive you no ill Dceams ar night, 
In D:ream's both Sexes may their paſſons eaſe, 
You make vs then as civil as you pleaſe, 

This would prevenc the houſes joyning two, 

At which we are as much diſpleas'd as you, 

For all our Women moſt deyontly ſwear, 

Each would be rather a poor Actreſs here, 

Then to be made a Mamamouchi there, 
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Prolorue to the Parſons Wedding, ſpoken 
by M. Marſhall. 


"A Frer ſo many ſad complaints to us, | 
The paipful labonrivs Woman of chis houſe, 

We with our Poet fave prevail 'd again, 

To give us or Reveyge upon the men. 

Our cricks,-our jelting hath been ofren cold, 

They nere weretax'd for impotent, and old, 


| 


*'Twas not our crime, the houſe (olons lay Clill, 
When e're we play nÞt, cis againſt our will, 
P 2 | We 
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We could have acted, could but they have joyn'd, | 


You know the fault lies ſeldom in our kind, 
Poor Sipne:s their belt parts are worn away, 

And now chey quarrel, when they cannor play, 
*Twas ſomewhat better when they did agree, 

*T was old but *twas a willing company, 

Mean time till chey their quarrels can attone, 
You may ſupply their Parts now they are gone, © 
We hope you will not ler us at alone, 

' The Hovſe, rhe Scenes, and ail things are free,., 
While chis Play laſts ris outs, and you, and we + 
Can joyn and make an abler Company. 

For ſo much every Woman hereaſſvres, 
The Profic ours, the Pleaſure ſhall be yours, 
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And turn this to a Houſe ro entertain you, 
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| Epilogue to the Parſon's NW edding. 


| \W.V4 Hen boys play'd women's parts, you'd chink the 


.Y Was innocent in chat vnremptips Age. (Stage, 
No: for your amorous Fathers then, like you, 
Amonett thoſe Boys had Play-honſe Miſles too : 
They ſer thoſe bearded Beauties on their laps, 


| Men gave 'em Kiſſes, an! the Ladies Claps. 
- Bur they, poor hearrs, could not ſupply eur room ; 


They wenc bot Females to che Tyring-room : 
While we, 1n kindneſs to our ſelves, avd you, 
Canhold our Women to our Lodeings too, - 
Now, to oprote the bumour of char Age, 

We have this day, expz1l'd our Men the -Srage, 
Why cannot we as well perform their Parts ? 
No, t'wonld not take - the tender Lady's heatts 
Would chen their former charicy give »'re : 
The Madams in diſguiſe would feakno more 

To th* yonng Actors Caambe. : in mask'd Faces, 
Toleave Love ofi': ings of Points ard Laces. 


' Noccanwe Atﬀt their Parts: Alas ! rno ſoon 


You'd find the cheat in th' empty Pantaloon. 
Well ; though we are not Womens-Men, at leaſt 
We hopeto have you Gallants conſtant Guelis ; 


: Which if yongrant, andfillonr houſe cach day, 


We will return yoar kindneſſes this way : 
VVe'l build up anew Theatre to gain you, 
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A Prologue to Marriage Al la mode, by [ 
Mr. Fart. 


Ord how reform'd and quiet are we 2rown, | 
Since all our Braves, and all our Wits are gone, 
Fop corner now 1s free from civil War, 
While Wig and Vizzard Masks, no longer jar, 
Fravce and the Fleet, hath ſwept the Town ſo clear, 
That we can Ac in Peace , and you can hear ; 
Thoſe that ductt fight are gone to ger renown, 
And thoſe that durki nor, bluſh co ſtand-in Town, 
*Twas a ſad fighr, before they went from home, 
To ſee our Warriors in Red walicors come, [ 
With Hair ruck'c up into our tyring-Room, * 
But 'twas more ſad, to hear their lat adein, 
The women ſob'd, and ſwore they would be true. 
And ſothey were as [ong as ere they cov'd; ; 
| 


Bur powerful G:1nnie cannot be withllood : 

And they were made of Play-honſe Fleſh & Blood, 
Fate did their Friends tor donbie uſe ordain, 

In Wars abroad, the grinning honour 2410, [ 
And Mittrefles, for all chat ſtay maintain, 

Now they ate gone, tis dead vacation hete, 


For neicher Friends, nor Enemies appear, 


'y 


: Poor penſive Punck, pow pecps ere Plays begin, 


| , Andcunnipvg Morecrafr, fttut in maſquerade ; 
| AHere's all our hape, for we ſhall ſhow rg do, 
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Sees the bare Bench, abd dares nor venrec in, - Pp: | 
Bur mabazges herhalf-Erown with care, 4 / / | 
And crudees rote Mall, on foot for Air; A | 


Our City Friends, ſo far will hfardly roame, 
They cancake up with pleaſures nearer tome, 

And ſee gay Showes, with gaudy Scenes elſe whete; 
For 'tis preſymted they ſeldom come to hear - | 


But they have now cane up aglotious trade, 


A maſquing Ball, rorecommend' onr Play, 
Nay co 1ndear chem more: aud ler them ſee, 
We ſcorn to come behind in courtefie ; 
We'l follow the new Mode, which they begin, 
And tieat thein with a Roomand Covch within 2 
For char's one way. hos ere the Play falls ſhort, 

To oblige the Town, the City, and the Irs 
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i Epilogueby Mr. MSon.. 


| © By; have my Sponſe and I inform'd the Nation, 
E 1 And led you all che way troReformacion: 
| | Not with dull morals, gravely wric like choſe, 
| VVhich Men of eafie flegme, with care compeſe. 
# SupPocrs of Riff words and limber (ence, 
| 'Borf on theconfines of indifference ? 
-| Batby example drawn, I dare to ſay, 
| | From moſt of you, who ſee and baar the Play, | 
|| There are more Khodolphuy in this Theater, : 
: More Palamedes, and ſome few wives I fear, | 
' But yer toofar, our Poer would not cun, | 
' Though 'cwas well offer'd, chere was nothing done : 
| He woodnotquice the VVomen (auity bare, 
But Rripe them co the waſte, and left chem chere, 
And che mens faults were leſs ſeyerely ſhown, 
For he conſiders thar himſelf 1s one : | 
Some ſtabbing wits to bloody Satyr lent, 
 VVontd free both Sexes with leſs compliment, tre 
VVouldlay the Sceane ar home, of Husband cells © 
For wenches taking up thei: wives 1h Mell; | 
| Andabriskbour, which of them did wanr, | 
| Made by miſtake of Mitreſs and Gallant : 
' -Onfmodeii Aurbour thought ir was enough, 
| Tocut you off a ſample of che Stuff, 


4 


—— = —_—— —_— = —— me LS —— gg 


Covent Garden Drollery. -9 
He ſpar'd yy Shame, which you /me ſure would not. ,. 
For you areall for driving on the Plor; 4 
You tigh'd when I came in to break the ſport, 
Avd ſec your Teeth, when each deſign fell ſhorr. 
"o Wives and Servants all good wiſhes lend, 
.3ut che poor Guckold ſeldom finds a Friend, 
Since therefore Town, nor Court will rake no pitty 
g humbly catt my ſelfupon the City, F 


Prologue to Iultus Ceſar. 


N &onntry Beanties as we ofcen fee, 
Somethivg that cakes in. their Grplicity, 
Y-: while they charm, they know not they are fair, 
Andrake without their ſpreading of the ſnare; 
Such Artle(s beauty liesin Shakeſpears wit, 
**T was well iv ſpighc of him what ere he writ. 
His Excelleocies came and were not ſought, 
His words like caſual Aroms made a thought 2 
Drew up themleives in Rank and File, and writ, 
He wondrivg bow the Devil ic were ſuch wir, 
Thus like the drunken Tinker, in'his Play, 
He grew a Prince, and never knew which way, 
He did not know what trope or Figure meant, 
Bur coperſwade is to be eloquent, 
So in this Czſar which this day you ſee, 
Tally ne'c ſpoke as he makes Anthony, 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe then that cax his Learning are to blame, 
He knew the thing, burdid not know the Name : 
Great 7oh»yſoz did that Ignorance adore, 
And chough he envi'd much, admir'd him more, 
The faultleſs ſoh»ſoz equally wric well, 
Shakeſpear made faults; bur chen did more excel, 
| ar cloſe at Gnard like ſome old Fencer lay, 
other more open, bur he ſhew'd more play, 
In Imication /ohyfoys wit was ſhown, 
Heaven made his men but Shakeſpear made his own, 
VViſe /ohrſor' sralent in obſerving lay, | 
Bur others follies till made up bis play, 
He drew ihe like in each elaborate line, 
But Shakeſpear like a Maſter did defign. 
Tobyſou with skilldifſeRted humane kind, 
And ſhow'dtheir faultschar they cheic faults might 
Bur then as all Anatomiſts muſt do, (find, 
He tothe meaneſt of mankind did go, 


F, 


} Andcook from Gibbers ſach as he would ſhow, , 
Both are ſo great chat he muſt boldly dare, 


Who both of 'em does judge and borh compare, 


{ Tf among Poets ove more bold there be, 
| The man that dare atcempt in either way, 1s he, 


Epilogue | 
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The Prologue toWritt without money 2 (te 
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O ſhipwrack*c Paſſengers eſcape to Land, - 
g Se look they, when on bare Beach the'y and, 
Droppivg and cold ; and their firſt fear ſcarce o're, 
Expecting Famine from a deiert Shore ; 


' From that hard Climate, we muft wait for Bread, ; 


Whence even ti;« Natives forc'tby hung er fied. 

Our Stage does humane chance prefent ro view, 

Bur ne'ce before was ſeen (o ſadly true, | 

You are chang'd to, and your pretence to ſee 

Is but anoblec name of charity, 

Your own provicons farniſh out our Feaſts 

Whilſt yon the Fonnders make yourſelves onr gueſts, 
Of all mankind beftdes Fate had ſome Gare, 

But for poor Wit uo portion did prepares, 

'Tis left arent: charge tothe brave and fair, 

You cheriſhic, and now 1ts fall you mourn, 

V Vhich blind unmanner*d Zea/egs make their (cory, 
Who think che Fire a jndgemenr; on che Stage, 
Which ſpar'd nor Temples in its Furious rage, 

But #5 0ur new-built City riſes higher, 

Se from old Theaters may new aſpire, 

Since Fate comtrives magnificegse by fire, 


A Prologue 


— 


— —— — __ APR. 


+ vard->herr wergwermny eanm=ar——on —— Org Yo 


4, A 


——- 


12 Covent Garden Drollewy, 
» o bu 
= wt rolouge fo the Pulonim. 
-* » G 


_— Wi 
Ur Anthor orice wag one that drove a Me} 24\\ 
[1] pinchingeome odd cntiomers (as 'tis ſaid) 

Shop was ſhut vp'orthwith, and from that fall 

Like broken Tradeſmen humbly took a fiall, 

And fell to Cobling , all chat he has done, 

Ts to peice up what Fletcher had begin. 

He dares make nothing new, for fear ſome may 
Torn that toearnelt which he meant a Play. 
Suppoſe a Painter ſhould a Story draw, 

And invent poſtures which he never ſaw, 

With ſeveral ſooks , to one you may ſvppoſe 

He gives grave looks, another a grear Noſe, 

Would you not lavgh if one of gravity 

Should ſee'c, and ſwear by this che Rogne meant me, 
Or one lead by'ch Noſe ſomething roo high, 

Should ſee the peice and ſwear , judee me that's I, 
Another figure may be finely dreſt, 
Painted in Feathers and a gaudy Veſt, 
Should therefore a Gallant char weres good ſtore, 
Swear I am Painted by this Son of a whore, 
This is the caſe, and now be judge I pray, 

Whether the Poer be in faulc or they, 


A Poet from his fancy drawes alone 
| They chart che 1:keneis find make it their own, 


Yer | 


Covent Garden Drollery. I3 


Yet let them ac leaſt nor ſeem to knowir, 

But Pox *onr, the buſineſs that they do will ſhew ic, 
Yet ſuch perhaps may juily cry to day, 

Hang him, he that finds favlc with us can'c mend a 
Then hiſs him off and ler him learn robe, (Play, 
Wiſe, and grow rich, and leave off Poetry, . 


; Prologue to Richard the third. 


1.8 up your doores and bring the keys to me, 
From henceforth learn to value liberty, 

This day we At a Tyrant, ere you go 

] fear that to your coſt you'l find it ſo, 

Whar early baſt you have made to paſs a Fine, 

To purchaſe Fetters, how you croud to joyne 

With an Uſucper, be advis'd by me 

Ne'ce ſerve Uſurpers, fix to Loyalty. 

For you will find, at latter end ot'h day 

Itis your nobleſt and the ſafeſt way. 

Who ſteers that courſe, needs fear nor wind, nor tide, 
He wants no Pilott who has ſuch a guide, | 
Tyrants ( like childrens bubbles inthe Ait) 

Pufc up with pride,Gill vaniſh in deſpair. 

Bur {awful Monarchs are preſerv'd by Heaven, 

And *cis from chence that their Commithons given, 
Though giddy Fortune, for a time may frown, - 
Arn co ecligſe che luſire of a Crown, 


Yet 
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Yer a King canwith one Majeſlick Raye, 
Diſpearſe thoſe Clouds and make a glorious day, 
This bleſſed crutch we co our joy have found, 

Since our great Maſter happily was Crown'd. 

So from the rage of Kichards Tyranny, 

Rjohmand himſelf will come and ſer you free, 
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Prologue to the double Marriage. 


Aſlayts you have ſo lovg bin abſent hence, 
That you kave almolt cool'd your diligence, 
Fo: while we fiuddy or revive a Play, | 
You like good Husbands in the Country ſlay. 
There frugally were ovt your Summer Suite, , 
And io Frize Jerkin after Beagles Toote, + 
Oc in Mouotere Caps at field far ſhoot, 
Nay ſome are ſo obdurate in their Sin, 
Thac they ſwear vever to come up again, 
Bur all cheir charge of Cloathes and creat Retrench, 
To Gloves and Stockings fog ſome Country Wench, 
Even they who in the ſummer had miſhaps, 
Send up to Town for Phyfick for their Chaps. 
The Ladyes too are as reſalv'd as they, 


And having debts unknown to them they tay, 
And with che gainot Cheeſe and Poultry pay,” 
{| Even ipchei: viſits chey from Banquets fall 

| To cocercain with Nuts and houls Ale, 224 
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Andis diſcourſe with ſecreſy ceporcs, 

Stale News chatpaita Twelve-Montb fince at Courts, - 

Thoſe of them, who are mot refin'd and gay, 

Now learathe Sopgs of a laſt Suramers Play. 

- While che young Daughter does inprivate Mourn, 

Her Loves in Town, and hopes not co return ; 

Theſe Sovntry grievances too great appear , 

Bur.croel Ladies, we have greater here, 

Yon come aotiharp, as you were wont to Plays, 

But only on the ficlt and ſecond Days: 

Thismade our Poe inhis vifics look, 

What new firange courles, for your time you cook ;| 

And ro his great regrer. he found roo ſoon, 

Darnn'd Beafi and Umbre, ſpepc the aſrernoon, 

So that we capnot hope to.ſee you here, 

- Before the RI NG wore ucſe be cleare - 
Suppoſe yay:thould have bick ; 

Yer fitting up ſo late as Tam cold, = 

Yan't loſe ig Beancy, whac you win in Gold, 

And whareach Lady of aparher ſays, . 

Will make yon ac Lampoones, and us new Plays, 
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7 Are well fair Arminda, thy joy #nd my oriefe; 
I! veiol tiaye lov'd you, zrd hope no refiefe ; 

Undone by your Yertoe, roo firit and fevere, 

Your Eyes gave me'Love, and yoo'gare me Delpuire; 

Now call'd by my Honour, 1 ſeek wich conrebe, 

|| The Fate which io pitty, you' world not prevent 2 

|| To lavgtiſhin Love, were-ro find bydetry, © 


A death that's fore welcothe'the ſpeedyelt way, 


2, 
Or Seas, and in Bactles, in Butlers and'Fire, . 
| The danger is leſs, then in hopeleſs defire;. _ 
|| My Death*s-wound you gave, thorgh'far 'off I betr; 
\ My fall fromyovr fighc, nor ro'coſt yon a Fetr, © © 
| Bur if rhe ind Flood, on'as'Wave (honid comvey, 
' Andunder your Window, my Body would lay ! 


| The wound ov my breaft, when you happes to ſees © 


| Youu ſay with a blgh——ir wasgiven by me, 
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| They and thengdeerkort Miles, vivwal 


| Ate much the ficon2eft party of the Town. 


' Or, you; or, we zare Victous, veverfeaTr, 
| To have a ſul, and candid Audience heies, 
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Our Poets this,to excuſe thernſelyes did ſay : 
And faith by your appearance here to day 


1s find they had reaſon; Confidence wo'nt loſe you, - 


You'are alwaies the beſt pleag'd when we abuſe you, 
And that's 2 Curteſie ; we'el nere refuſe you—— 
Your follyes, are ſo obvious; and ſo great, 

Tis much the cheapeſt way, 3/t has rotreat, 

There's nodelight we give you with ſuch eaſe, 4; 
Lord; why dothey ſay th' Age is hard+co pleaſe, © 
When it wili doat, on its own fooleries, 4 ks 


| Gallants ; Men need nor fivdy much to gain you, 
Since ceiling you your faults, will entertain you, 


———_— 


rr xt "Ce F=oN 
Bilopue ſpoken by Mrs. Marſhall to 
Philaſter . ' 


*T Hough change all cimes, borh praRiſe and allow, 


KL Women were never left-as we arc BOW, 
VVe blame the Inconſtant Gallants of the Age, 
Bur yer the Pir 1s nothipg ro the Stage. 

You leave us one { by ove; they, all ar once, 
And uvprovok'd, onr company Renounce, 
We put &'m'to no Charge, no Houſe 1'ch' Fields, 


|Nodamagk Coach, which rhelafi Guizre, yields, 


And yet they left us; had they beenlike you, 
We had kept e'm ſure, rill they, or we, gor new, 


aljants; yout Fathers with one ſex made ſhifr, | 


C2 
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Sure out's of pleaſing | has the berrer gift, 

A bearded Princeſs their concern could move, © þ 
Why may pot pow, a beardleſs Prince make Love; 
Nor ſhould ſoft lines ; for youth, and beauty meant, | 
Be on Men's blew, and wither'd faces ſpent. 
We have all that Modeſty pretends to prize, 


[Tis much your cheapeſt way to keep us here. 


And what we want, 1s bid from vulger eyes. * 
Ir isall one co us, bur 'twill appear, 


+ ad _ 


A Lampoon on the Qreenwich Strowler, 
Viil®des by fp Sacnco. 74 
Se > 


| (command 
H! Aſſt me you Powers, who have Rhimes 
For I faith I've a weighty buſineſs in hand, 
Of the late Greeawich Strowlers I'me now going to 
But all things in order------firk, God ſave the Ki 


As 


Hem ; hem; now put weoff to the matrer, 6: 
Ov Eaſter Sunday, the Raskals rook water. 

Where landing at Greewwich they agreed that a fhi 
Should be ſettled o'ch' Sculler, inftead of his fare, 


3.) 1 
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; Then up they march'd co the ſign of the Bull, 
Where asking for Lodeing,quocth the folks we are ful, 
But weel ſee for ſome for yon,and ſo with that wheadle 
Ud's, lid exic's the Landlord, and enter the Beadle, 


4 


\ With that their chief AQtor begins for to briſtle, 

— | Quoth he,p'ſhaw waw' ler-the Beadle go whilile, 
For Ican; and he did trooproduceiraight a Vartcent, 
That bad che Kings Hand and Seal, and all that in'c, 


Jo 


j Well this rub of fortune is over ; brt ftay, 

They call for a Reckning, there's 6x-Pence to pay. 
Now mark how damn'd fortnne theſe Strowlers do's 
They Pawn all cheir fiocktopay the halt dozzn.{cozen 


6, 


But promifog th* Hoſt that he ſhould Tricker free, 
See their Plays every day, and his whole family, 
y releaſes e'm Rraight, and now all the rabble; 
Yoo | Maccheup to go lye lo their Play-honſe----a Stable, 


G4 7-I his 


( 
} 
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This fortunate able had Faggors in it 

Which ſerv'd co ſeat all the Houſe bur the Pic, 

For that was more decently ſpread I confeſs 

Wick itraw to ſecare *em from horſe dung and piſs. 


8, 


Now he'thar ſate here, had much the hetrer place, 
He broke not his neck thovgh he wetred his Ar--- 
For by th' ill ſaccave diipolure of th'other 

Folks ſaw, avd they tumbled too, one ore another; 


9, 


I confeſs they hid never a Scene ac all, 
They wanted vo copy, they had th* original, (roof, 
For the windowes being down, and moſt part of the | 
How could they want Scenes, when they had proſpe& 
(<novegh, 
10, 


Now will we ſappoſe that Monday is come, 
And the Play is proclaymed by bear ofa Drum 
Faith now you are fappoſing, Tet it be T#eſday morn, 


For of Morday I know no more then the child vn- 
| (bory, 


I1,lts 
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Its ſaid that they ARted nor npon Honda, 
Something was wanting, and ſo they loſt one day, 
They ſend vnto Leyden, what's lacking 15 gotten 
And ſo on the next day, wy'e all thivgs did corre, 


I2, 
The Prizes they took, were a Londoners groat, 
A Gerelemans 62e , but his skipkennels por, 


The Townſmen they ler infor dripk and good chear, 
The School boys for peace, and che Seamen for fear, 


I 3. 


On T«eſdayat three a clock I was we'e *em, 
I kiſt their doorkeeper and went into ſee '<m, 


| Being enter'd an Actar firaight brought me a ſioo!, 


Hee'd a held my cloak too, bur I wa'nt ſuch a fool, 


I4., 


The firſt that appear'd when I was comein 

Vith her traip co her ankles, was who bur the Qneen 
She civilly made me a curtſy and ftraight 
Recired co fir on her Fagors of flate, 


C 4 I5, Then I 
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Thenin came the King with a Murcherons mind, 
 Gainſthisnew matried Queen which when 1 did find, 
W I cal'd himaſide, and whiſpering 1's Ear, 
 Deſficed himto ferch me a Flagon of Bear, 


I6, 


Theres twelve pence ſaid,] cake the reft for your pains, 
Your Servant ſaid he Sir, ſweer Mr, Harms. 

His Majeſty faich, I mult needs ſay was civil, | 
For he took up his Heels, and ran for't like a Devil, - 


bY, - 


Mean ttme I addreſt my ſelf ro his Bride, 
And took her into the ticeing Honſe (ide ; 
A hay loft it was which at a dead lift, 

Inflead of a better ſery'd then for a ſhift, ! 


+ Me 


Bur mark the Fate of her Civiliry, 

The Players did rant both ar her and me: * 
And therefore becauſe for fear ſhe'd be lack'd, 
I ordced the D;ummer to beat a lovg AR, 


I9, 
He. 


fe 


»( 
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He beat and he bear, bur no Queen appear'd, 

He beat till ar levgch che houſe was all clear'd; 

By my Troath a oF loſs, burto make e'm amends > 
] threw e*m a Crown, and we were all Friends : 
And ſo this Renowned Hiſtory ends. 


SONG, 


T, 


Maid, £ Haron C haron Come away, 
Bribg forth thy Baarand Oare ; 
That [ poor Mai i may make no flay, ' 
But Row me to ſome Shote, 


2. 


Charon VVho ca[*'s on Charov in fuch haſt, 
 AsIf they ſuffer'd Pain : 
I carry none bur pure and Chaſt, 
Such as true Loye hath Slaiv, 


30 


Mad} Oh! carry me within thy Boar, 
Ve cell chee a true Loye's Tale 2 
With 
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With figh's ſo deep, whenag we float, 
Shall ſerve us for a Gale, | 


F« 


Charon I Come I come, ſweet Soul I come, 
Thy Beavty does ſo charm me ; 
Comein my Boar, take there a Room, 
Nor Wind nor Rain, ſhall harm thee. 


Ge 


Aaid, And now Iam within thy Boar, 
Ile fivg thee a crue Love Song : 
My PF yes ſhall (hed a Seaof Waves, , _ . | 
To float our Boar along. | | 


6. 


Charen, But what's become of thoſe hard hearts, 
Thar Virgins did not pitty 

They live within YV:rgi»:4 parts 

V Vhere Plato built his City, 


Go 
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\ Tnce we poor {laviſh Women know, 
J Like men we cannot pick andchuſe; 
To bir we'like, why ſay we no, 
And borh our time and labour loſe, 
By aur put off's, and fain'd delayes : 
A Lovers appetite we pall, 
And if roo long the Youngſters ſtays, 
His tomack's gon for good and all. 


2. 


Or our impatient amorous Gnef?, 
Unknown co us away may Real ; 
And rather then ſtay for a Feaſt, 


| Take vp with ſome courſe ready Mealez 


VVhen oppertunity is kind , 
Ler prudent women be ſo two, 
And if the man be co her mind, 


| Be ſure ſhe do not ler him go, 


3o 


| The match ſoon made, is happieſt ſill, 


For Love hag only there to do, 
Lec no one Matry gainſt her will, 
But and off when her Parents woe ; 
And to the Snicor be not coy, 


_ For they whom Joynture'canobcain : 


T9 let a Fop her bed injoy, 
Is buc a lawful VVench for gain, 


Sovfs 
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HS many Lovers Poetry has got 

10 No miſtreſs by fo many Rivals ſaught, 
And ſure ro be ſo conrted,ſhee's the ck, 
 Thac wasſo very poor and very curſt. FE 
{ All hec enjoyments too, is bura name, 

i: 4 Yer coy of thar, por {afe 1n her own Fame, 
# The vaio Gallants that unto Poetry, 

x Orwomeo do pretend, in this agree, 
$ Each chioks his Miltriſs ſure, and iv deſpite, 

# Thovghhe ner'c hopes co gain her , ſwears he might, 
("0 Anothec Damme Lover with a (mile, 

 Cry's Icould have her, wereic worth the while, 

© Say's cother, would I court this Rich ming dame, 
 GadT could ſheiv the world both (alt and fame, 

- Oneline ſhould Not be high, and ch'other inkiog , 

[7] But ac and Tom Poxtake em,ke: p me drinking, 
” Aeainit ſuch cenſurers we do declare. | 


POR. EO A PO IO IR aA 


if Before they plead they thould be cal'd ro'ch Barr, 
# To Judges places, theſe ought not co riſe, | 

{| Thar fordegrees have done no exerciſe, 
| For ſome who did pretend to the moſt wit, E 
{ Have not made out their claims when they have writ, 
} By thoſe contentions, (hould not ſure be ſavght, 

| Whentheir own citles are 10 queſtion broughe R 

(7 Thoſe judges he allowes whoſe claims are clear, , 

[] For thoſe he thinks are few and leſs ſeyere. 
| SONG, 


Lo 


. And ſpends 1n edification the reſt, 
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i. 


N few words I'le deſcribe a Fanatick knave, 
That ſnacles and knowes not what he would have; 
Pcay mark bur the tricks of thisprick ear'd ſlave, 
Which uo body cas den). 


+: 5z So | 
Hee'd kill his King, to preſerve his cauſe, 
Hang honeſt men 1n defence of the Law's 
And this he ſaies1s alegal cauſe, 
5 Which zo body, &'#, 


Jo 
He flyes from che ſcripture, avd flands to the Word, 
Proreſts the Goſpel muſt come in by the Sword, 
Bur chat che Devils his good Lord, 

Ther's no body can deny, 


4+ 
He prayes by the ſpicic rwo hours at leaſt, 
With an Evil ſpiric he is poſleſt, 


Which us body can deny. 
| 5. Hi 
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T, 
His Text you hall find 16 # Scaces Declatetion; 
His forte Is ar zfi2Clation, 


Reb-//:2i © his applicariop, 
Which 20 bedy CAN deny, 


Gs 


He bids Plonder, and tells *em the meek mnſt ivhetie 
He hadrather be gvilcy of Murder then merit, 


And theſe he crycs vp for the fruirs of the ſpiric, 
Which ue body, &'o. 


s 


He taſks of the Miter, but world firike at the Crows; | 
And fands forthe publick advance and his own, {| 


He will have ſmocks up, and Surplices down. 
Which nobody can, &'c, 


$. 


A Ehvrch is prophave and a barn do's as well 
Where the holy ſiſter her wants may tell, 
But yerely this is a codpeice zeal, 


Which ng body can deny. 
k nga. 
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SONG 


y Ride for the moſt parr, 
P When we loſe a Sweet-heart ; 
V Vill make vs difſemble and ſeeth to diſdain; 
The conqueſt which we,canno longer maintain; 
But ſuch was my Love, and ſuch was my Lover, 


Thar in ſpite of my Pride I my Griefe did diſcover, 


2o 


| Thoveh ſhort was my Raign, 


Yer I will not complain ; 


; VVhen Pleaſure grow dull then a Loyer may range; 

| And ſcekfreſh delights in ſome happy new chapge, 
| The Devils in her char will have a poor man, 

| Seijl Love , and till Loye, when he has Loy'd all he 


Cav, 


A SONG. 
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FO her Beavty Ile pay 

) & My devotions each day, 

'That all jauncy delights will me give, 
Though her ſoul do expire, 
Phemx-like in loves fire, 

Yer again her evjoyments do's live, 


2. 


With 2 brisk Aerie ſpark, 
Ar Sprine Garden or Park, 


—— __— — 


In Glaſs Coach or Balcony thus free, 


She will vanquiſh all. hearts, 
With her Boon Meen and parts, | 
Shee's the heaven on carth unto me: 


Prolo gut 
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E who comet ee bichdr with defipbeo hits; 

And with a bitja teyE5*e,ro whiſher Miſe, 
To comb a Perriwig,or ro ſhewgay cloathes, © © 
Or co vent Antique nonſence with new oathes, 
Our Poer welcomes as the Muſes friend, 
For hee'l by icony each play commend, 
Next theſe we welcomeduchas'briskly dine, 
At Lecket's, at I:ffords, or with Shati/mme, 
Swelld wich. Portage, and the Borpundian Gropg, 
They hicher core wrake z kindly vapp. 
In theſe our Pact dob'r conceive rac bem, © 
For they pay wel] andkeep'our beyches warm) © 
And thongh fcarce Nalt'awa CS faite Phayerthey Fn 
They do'c thy wholeſale, , not by Ounce avd Nram. 


| Bur when feitce Cricicky ger themid' their clucch, - 
| They're cruelter Geirahe? "Tarannique Darch, © + 
_ And with more art, doviflocare each” Stene,  * 


Then in Awhozaa chey the litnbs of men. 

They wrack Ta live, and every word 'nnkvir, 

As if they'd finda way to crampall Wit, 

They are the terror of all advencurers here, 

The very objeRts of their hate and fear, | 

And like rude Commoni- wealths'they Gill are kpie: y 
'Gainfi Evglifh Playes the Moarchy" $ of Wit, nl 
Ty - WI hey 


}- 1 " is 
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They jovpde:Popaque Liſcnce; and Rill caile, 
Ar Plays to which in dory they ſhould vaile > 
Yer Gill they ivfelt this coalt co fiſh for jeaſts, 
To ſnpplymenr rcheic Wits NY Giry feaſts, 

l 


Thus much for leo co the more generous Wit, 
Our Poet Fr each ſcene. ſybmir ; - 
And begs you Pre rolpgege, - 


Thoſe Hogen ik of tie Ky 4 


Brings 


cis next ew-Play, if this Mods bold in vogue, | 
Shall be half bralagse. en half Epilogue, | 
The way £9 plea one's LAS: we knew'l, 
A Jigg, 4 Sopg,a wa will do't, , | 
Wheo your 1 th ba 4 nd amercimes 2 good Play, 
Stravgly. miſcarries.and is chrewn amay ; 

Thar this is\vch .ggr. Poer dares nor chiok, 

For what diſplegſes you's, A yall of Inke : 

Belides rhis Ply: vas weir pune VEx's Sage | 
And bow times ajcers, Ladjes you beſt know ; 
Many then, faic;and courted, 1 dare ſay, 

AR halfas our of Faſhion, as our Play, 

Beſides if you'd confider*twell, you'd hind, 

Y? have altered ſince, ten thauſand cimess your mind; 
And if your hamours do ſooftep vaty, _ 
- Theſe in our Commedy muſt needs miſcarry? 


it 
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For as yon change, each. Poer moves-his Pep, 
They rake from youtheir CharaRters of Men, 
The Wir they write, the Valour and the Love, 
Are 4}l bur Coppies, of what you approve; 
Out's tollow'd the ſame rule, bur does confeſs, 
The loves apd humour of rhar ſeaſon leſs. 

And every Artif kgows that Coppies fall, 

For th*moli pact ſhort of cheir Ociginall, 


A Song, 


Hen firſt my free hearr was ſurpriz'd by deſire 
VV xr wasthe Wound,and ſo gentle theFire; 
My faghes were fo ſweet, and fo pleaſant the ſmacr, 
I pitty'd the Slave who had ne'c loli his heart ; 
He chipks him{elt happy, and free, bur alaſs/ 
Heis far from that Heayen, which Loyers poſſeſs, 


In Nature was nothing, that I could compare, 

Wich che beancy of Phil/þs, I rhoughr het ſo fair: 

A Wic ſo divin- all hec ſayings did fill, 

A Geddeſs the ſeem'd; and I mention'd her fill 
With & Zeal more inflam'd, and 2 Paſhon.more tcue, 
Then ® Mattyr in flames, for Religion cap ſhew. 


More Vertues and Graces, I found in her mind, 
They Schooles can inyent, or che Gods e'cedefign'd;Þ 
She ſeem'd to be. mine by-cach glance of ber Eye, 
( 1f marcals might aim at 4 bleſſivg ſohigh )} 
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Each dy, with pew favours, new hopes ſhe did giye; 
Bvr alas. f what! is wiſh d, WE roO ſoon dobelieye. 


Witch avofull reſpe&, while I lov'd and admit'd, 

Zuc ſear*dtoarrempr, what ſo mnch I defir'd 1 
How ſoon were my Hopes, and my Heavendeſtroy'd, 
A Shepherd more dareing, fell on and enyoy'd + 
Yer, in ſpigarof ill Fate, and the pains I endure, 
I will find a new Pills, ro give me my Cure, 


A SONG. 


Oves dareing flight, is nncovfin'd, 
. No Laws can reach bis ſoaring Wivgs , 
More free then Air, or pathleſs wind, 
Or ſec et thoughts form d in a youthful mind, 
Above the power of the higheſt Kings ; 
The Gods (if there were any more, 
Befides great Love) by him were made: . 
His favour they did all implore, 
 _ » His Darts they all obey'd, 
Tl. cir Sides by 1s, did ſhine oc fade, 


The lating fame bold Heroes win, * 
The ſacred verrues you admre ; 
ll chu ihs World can glory in, 

By Loyes atliliance did at fiſt begin, 


Y out 


Tal Colin aA oo ern i oo ee 
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Your beauty*s rais'd from this Promethean fire : 
V Vhom Love inſpires, thovgh dull befoce, 
Becomes accompliſh'd, wiſe and brive, © 
To conquer her he dath adore, 
ERS The gtories which you have, 
Your Lovyets paſſios, and their praiſes gave. 


Then ask not how I dare aſpire, 
Before your ſacred ſhrine to kneel, 
And after my amdbicious fire, 

For were your Beaney; av@ your Title bigher, © - — 

Loye would betray che pains, you make me feel, - 
If you are ſcornful and fevere, -: 
Yon add new Vigour to my flame + 
And make it fill more. brighr appear © 

_ IfTpoſieſs my aim, | | 
My happyneſs ſhall never ſpot your Faine, 


Though I ſhould.feaft my greedy Eyes, 

Andeyv'cy minute Real3 Kiſs, , _ 

Taft all thoſe joyes men Idoliſe, OW 
Your ſumm of pleaſures flillas high would riſe. | 
Nor would you have one charmiog grace the leſs, 

Bat 1fovr wiſhes equakarss 

In Loves Elyzium,. yowtſhall, Raign, 

And: by-our ſecret am*rovs War. Es 

OM ThatParadiſe obrain,  . _. 
Which all the grayer World. have ſorght.in.yain; © 


D ; A SONG. _ 
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[7 Air wif my Miſtreſs, andfive as a Bride, 
That isdeck'd in her weddingrartye, 

Her eyes do's proteſt , 1 ſhalt nor be deni'd, 

Ard yer I date hardly come nigh her, 

Iſeem'd to be T1d;and ſheTmil'd, | 

Which Ithoughe did a kindneſs betray, 

| Theo forward 1-go, 

| Bur wasdaſh'd with a no, 

WH Yer camecfwich a ha htha bhi ha ha ha 

I Mey Pu ha ha ha ha lia, 


! Strange was ſhe thes as 7potirick' Non, 

7 Andl "found my firft cooftfbe wagtoft, - 

[7] Herfrowns pur me farther then when I begts, 

{*] Oſee bow poot' Motraly arecroft , -” 
{! Icheo tfiademmoctier faute, 

Whew her kindneſs began co diſplay, 


Þ 


High was my conrage, bur more m 
i refſes vt 


Covent. Force Drefer "Jo, 
Avd I brought her to this, | 
... That (he gaye me a kiſs, 
And came off with 2 ba ha ha %y ha ha ha ha, 
Hey, hahaha halls \* © 77 


and 


Jo; 


my del hires | 


I 


had mb 


Which'fed my «49 
That you bo og? hoe eyed 


Or who had'rheprertielF diſcoiltſe,)oY 1 2 (Fir, 
Agreed we lay'd'd69 I S242 51623 
Till boch: were ene oro. TIOY 1D 22 

x fulf hate, 


"Yervy Cupid T Wear" Yoo 
I cane with 2 ha'tiths ka kita: IIS 
Hey, haha aa ha ha ha ha, Ry 
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[4-- 


"mes Revechia-my joy and my griefy. * 

” & Tos long I have lov'd you and fornd no rejeit } 

> Undone by your Jaylor too tirict and ſevere, 

_ Youreyes gave me-Loveand he gives me deſpaic | 
Now urg'd by yourintereſ{ I ſeckto retice, 
Far off ;yqs.rhe cauſe of ſa hopeleſs a fire, 

To Ray near you till, wereznyain co corment, 
Your cars apngha paſſion you mult nor.content, 


© 
2 
s 


S 3 PR 
* 
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To live in the Countrey with fooles is leſs pain ; 
Then ill ro enduce an uowilling diſdain, 

. You'r the cauſe of ny exile, and far off ['le 89, . 
That none of my ſuffcings you ever may know, 
Bat if ſome kind fare, youſhou]d chance to convey 

' And chrovgh woods where i've been your .journey 

L | ET; Be (hould la' 

. Yout athe when you find vpon every D.. i þ 
You't ſay poor A/e&1+:! *ewas written by thee, 


4 


On 


" hs, 
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*Þ On Calliope retiring to ber Spring, 
B Song, 
ION 
\creFto Lore and Hatmovy ; , 

& and tothe Fair C allope , on 

There isa Sprivg, by Heay'n.deſig'nd, + 

To feed a Melancholly. mind:: gi 

Hichet;, when bigg with Ggbs and tears," _— 

The troubl'd Deity repaizs , ET 
And wich thoſe Crylial dropps the orivg womens; 
Powing into the a diſcontents, ' -_ 


So Nero to a MM racked: 
When Rowe by bis conn Was fd, 
And on his Harp contemptuoſly, 
Play 'J the Tad City's: Eltgy'; —_ 
As here, when to her: cove ting: eyes, TS 
Mankina's a flamipg ſacrifice, IE 
Calliope inſulcivgly cecreats,”! 7 + + 
And with her Voice and Lute, hec fon repents) 


> » 


3o 

Her voice th? harmoniovs Swans _ 
And1n attencion half expire »- 
Catching the Ecchoofeach found, 
And drunk wich aire, and almoſt Grd; 
Charmivg Callope ! chy.volcecontroul'{ - + + * 
Even the paſlions of our ſovles ! 

ow me yer more, that dyiss; I maybe” © 
6 *herifice, tro Harmony wneThee, _ — -- 


bi 


4 _ ComptGgamDroliny: 


Mad Tom jf Bedlam. 


Po? form the Darke ayd Diſmall Cell, 
And deep abiſs ptHell. 

Poor Tom js-come to view the VYorld agen, "I 
Tofee if be cancure his diltempered Braip,. HT 


And hark how the angry Furies houle, 
- Plato langhs and Proſerpiye is glad, 
To ſce poor Tews of Bedlam mad, 


Throvgh the world Lwapferpight and ay, 
To ſeek myAtagled: PERS; | 

In an avgry mood, Lmec gtd.7 

VVith his Pentarch of ences ;/ 

When mie he ſpid, | 

Away behi'o;-. 

For cre will tay for po may, 

In vain with cryes, _  -- 

I rend ga ghyes,. 

For Pity WoL. COMnIoD, - 


Cold an fortleſsI lye, 
Help ! Oh help, (or Charity, 


Fears and Cares oppreſymy Soul, & =B 


Hatky, 
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Hark, 1 hear Appoll's teame: 
The Carman gins to winftle, 

Chaſt Diana, bas bent her Bow, 

And the Bore begins to brilile, 


| Come Yulcan with Tooles and with Fackles, 
Come knock off theſe croubleſome Shackles 3 
Bid Charles make ready his Wain, 

To brivz meg my Sences agaln, 


Laſt nigh: I heard the DogrShar —_—_ 
Mars met wikh ems inthe dark; ES a 
Limping Yulcas her an Iron bar, | 
| And furiouſly ran at the God of War, 

| : 
Mars with his Weapon laid abour, 

But Limping Yalcay, had the Gour, 
His broad Horns did havg ſo iv's light, 
He could not ſee, coaim his blow aright, 


Mercury the nimble Poſt of Heaven, 
Stood il!l ro ſee the Quarrel :' 
Gorbellyed Bacchus Giant like, ' 

| Bettrid a great Bear Barrel, 

To me he drank, 
Tdidhiry thank, 

But I could get noSider, 
He drank whole Butts, 
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And ſplit his Gutts: 
But mine were nere the wider. 


Poor Tom 1s very dry, 
A lictle Drink for charity ; 
Hark, I hear AGeoys hoc : 


The Huntſman, whoopes and hollows; : 


Bowman, "Ringwood, Ropter, Joxler, ho, hot 
Ar the Chaſc now followes.. 


The man inthe Moon, drinks Clarter, 
Eats powder'd F--if, Turnip and Carrec ; 
Burt a glaſs of oid Malago Sack, 

Will fire the Buſh athbis back. 


- Epoh | 


A I nd 


Covent Garden Drollery. 45 


| Sb{2$CLS6<EESCESCEEDLECEIEDS- SIDE 


Upon his Dead Miſtreſs, repreſented 


in a Dream, 


Nkind / And cruel fancy too ! 
U Mocking my Sences to renew, 
| The mem'ry of that face / 
VVhich (Death) ryrannically cook, 
On purpoſe he might gaze, and look : 
And all his empire grace. 
For, as, wild ſullen, ferrered Beaſts, do tyre 
Themſelves by firangling $ and pur outther fre. 
So, my unrully grief, ir felt had cam'd, | 
Which now, by freſhet Pafſionis epflatn'd, 


Ze 


Were there but hopeiog from the Grave, 
I wou'd co ſorrow, live a Slave ; 
And waitforher return, 
Or, flifle crafrily my Breath 
With fieh's ; if proud, and Aubborndearh 
Wou's lay me in her Urne -- 


But he's coo fondo her, there ſhe miſt Nays 


Where I acceſs want, ſince he gnards'the way. 


| Vle chide no more:then; Fancies ! ofe thy $kill, 
Thar I may dream ſuch killipg pleaſure fill, 


A 
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PEEECEEDS IEEE ELLER ESE 


An Epithalamum. 


To 


Hovgh ſo many ſay that chance is 
Sole diſpoſer of our lives, 
That om actions and our fancies 
Ic diceAs apdgives us Waves, 
Yer che fiory here Divine is, 
Paſt the reach of morral ſefce, 
Hee's miſtaken , whoſe detigne 1s 
Toprevent a Providence, 


Zs 


There was neither Birth-yor Beauty, 
Made theſe years Paremheſis, 
Ficting'accidents and dury 

Did, before deny the bli(s. 

Since they now embrace-each other > 
With a jot-and mutual fire ; 

May theitpaions never ſmorther , 

c their ſpuirs ſail dere, 


Es 
"Fj pang . wp 


mn Aa an a ., M1, 3 54A ry 


£ 


| 


y 
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Zo 


Happy be yorf fit embraces, 

So to anſwer both your flames, 
That whes either time defaces : 
You reſtor'dþbe1n Your names. 
Prudence ler your deeds cortrive all, 
Free from jealonhe and rage, 

Dearh alone Jet be your Rival, 
And the challevge broughr by age, 


” - 


| et RR 


=. — 
w_— Co — 


SONG 


6 rm beams of Lovers ſparkling Eyes, 
Such range miſterious powers dart, 
They make their obje& ſympachize, 
And feel che flames char fire their hearr, 
If chis were true, as reaſon ſeems to prove 
Yon cannot be inſenſible 6f Loye, 


2, 


Fires aRive Elertienr aſcends 
Loves pathon is defin'd a flame ; © 


\ 
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If then my hearc tao high prerends : 
- Ambion doth ics truth proclaim, (move ; 


... Love ſometimes bowes, thovgh flames fill upward 


So heayenly C:nthia did Endiryzion love, 
Love does of life and death diſpoſe 
Commands as cheif in Comr and Feijd, 
Then how can I a Prince oppoſe 
To whom the greacelt Kipgs do yeild, 


$h2d0002226000 $:4006624065550203h 
SONG. 


T, 


Ow charmivg are thoſe pleaſant pains 
Which the ſuccesful Lover gains, 
Oh how the longing ſpiric Ries, 
From ſearchivg ſighs, on dying eyes, 
Whoſe intermixing.rayes impart, 
Loves welcome meſſage tothe hearr, 


Then how the ative Pulſe grows warm , 
Toevery ſence giyes the Alarm, | 
Buc oh the rapcures and the qualmeg_* 
When Love unices the, meltivg pales, 


we PuISHEWMTWHMTC cz 


' what 


ek 7 @ oY. a. l 
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What exraſfies, what hopes and fears, _. ......... 
What pretty calk, and Amourous tears, 


3. 


To theſe a thouſand Vowes ſucceed, 

Oh then oh Heavens the ſecrer deed; 
When Senceand Soul acebarh'd in bliſs, , WP 
Think dear Arminda, chipk on this. - - 

And curſe thoſe hours we did not prove; - 

The rayiſhing delights of Love. 


CATCH, 


4ek drink away, | 
Thov haſt lo(t a whole nlipore, 
Hang Wenches and Play, 
There's no pleaſucein it ; 
Faith rake tother glaſs, 
Though che Nights old and grey, 
We may all have a paſs, 
To tne Grave before Day. 
And in the cold forſaken Grave, 
There's no drink Jack, no drink, 
No wine nor women, can we have : 
Nocorpany but Worms that ſtinck, 
Then name wy own health, and begia it, 
E Song, 
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SONG. 
ay po s 


Alina you ſee © 

How from Cotrt then new fiſkio 

Has Conque:'d the Nation | 

| Ait Lovers muſt be, * A 
None but Phanaticks oppoſe the invaſion w 

| , 1hev ey wy OY _ 


2, 


Hang conſcience and fear, 
I am ſectet and Loyal, 


No envious eſpyal © R's 

Shall frighten'my Dear. wy 

That blnſh was ſo ſweer, I cah rake tho denyit. f : 
Nor longer fotbare, © * DL SLY 

K 


Nay ftrive not in vain, 
I'le orecome thee with kiſſes; 
Such pleaſure as this 1 1s, 
Would make love again, 
Deſpiſe his high ftare, to partake of our bliſſes 
J hen whocan abtiain. | 
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4+ 


O theſe are the ſweets, 
Which none can diſcover 
Bur the ſecrer Lover 
Great Ceſar ne'ce meets 
A joy more ſublime, chovgh bg is firſt, moyer 
To Love he ſubmits, 


SONG, 


|þ vain my dear Muſe, you coyly refuſe , 
Whar Natnre and Loye do inſpire, 

Thar formal old way, which your mother did uſe; 
Can never canfine che defire | 
Ic cather adds Oyl to the og 


Wheo'the cempting Jelights of Waaipg are laſt 


And pleaſures a dury become, 
We beth ſhall appear, like ſome dead Loyers Ghothy 


To frighten each other from home , 
And the genial bed like a Tomb, 


Zo 
Now low art your feet, your fond Lover will lye 


And ſceka new fate in your eyes, 
One amorous ſmile, willexalr him ſo bigh 


He car all bout 4Amizdg deſpiſe, 
Then chavge tg 8 frown and he dies, 


 E3 
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4. 


To love, and each other we'l ever be crne, 
Bur to raiſe out enjoyments by Arr, 
We'lotten fall out, and often renew : 
For to wound, and'to cure the.ſmarr, 

Is che pleaſure which captives the Heart. 


SONS: 


Ive over fooliſh heart, and make haftco deſpair, |: 
For Daphneregardsnotthyvowes,nor thypray rs, 
Waoen I picad for thy paſhon, thy pains to prolong, 
She Gowrts her Gycrar, and replyes with a Song. 

No mote fhall true Lovers, thy Beauty adore, 
Were theGods ſo ſevere,men wonld Worſhip no more. 


Zo 


No more will I wait like a Slave at the door, 

I'le ſpend the cold Nights, at thy windote vo more. 
My Luvgs in long ſighs, no more I'e exhale, 

Since thy Pride is tomake me gtow ſullen and pale. 
| No mote ſhi'l Amrntas thy Pitty implore, 

| Were the Gods ipgrate men would Worſhip no more. 


3. No 


e. 
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No more ſhall thy frownes or free humour perſwade, | 
To court the fair Idoll-my fancy hath made; | 
When thy Saints ſo negleRed their follies give ore, - 
Thy dierics loft, and chy-beauries no mores 
No more---=--- &c, | | 


4. : 
How weake are the Vowes of a Lover iv pain, 


: When flater'd by hope, or oppreſt by diſdaiv, * 


No ſooner my Daphzes bright eyes I review, 

Bur all 1s forgor,and I vow all a new: 

No more cruel Nymph,I will murmer:no more, / 

Did che gods ſeem ſo fair,men would. Vorſhip them 
| | - ; - More, 
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\VAVES ſo muck eaſe ungrarefr] Swaines, 

/ Your faichleſs Vowes have cured your pains, 
You think by thofe, your perji:tics betraid, 

Thar all are falſe, or elſe may io b= made ; 

And every ſmile ot pl: afing wo: d proclaims, 


Thecoldeſt Nymph, ab offering to you flames, 


20 


Vain Shepheard know, that now's the time, 
| - To ſuffer for thy boaſted Crime: 
.Repeaced Vow: with me leſs credic find, 
Then ſmiling Seas, or the uncertain Wind, 
Deep Sigh's and frequent Tears,as things of courſe, 
| So common are, that they have loſt theif force, 


3s 


Thy paſſions Truth will beſt appear, 
Diſgniſed in doubts, and guilty fear / 
when all the heart andcarefyj Tovgue conceate, 
| The ſenſe diſordered, and the eyes reveale, 
# Such darke confrfion makegtlle Flame ſhive bright, 
8 So Stars ace beſt diſcerved Wijonhb ſhades of night, 
oe 4. One 


, 77 by tan} wt hn} ry Mad hos 
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Ove Rolne look, can better woe; | 
Then Sighs, and Tears, and Vowes, can do; 


The falſeſi tears, Iike empry yefſels ſound, + 
Bur may thy feigned become a real wound ; 


| Thar thy ſeverer pennapce may declare, 


How grearmens crimes, and womens vertues are, 


NH Poem, 


* Aiceſt Clariza, when you read, | 
This rudneſs of my mornings Muſe, 

My Pardonletmy Paſhon plead, 

Buc how can Guilr a Crime excuſe : 

Then to yoar goodneſs only, I appeale, 

The Wounds your Juſtice makes, let Picty heake, 
oe r 

I court Occaſion but in yain, 

My reſtleſs paſhon to relate, 

From your entrancivg Lips to gaip ; 


| The knowledge of my doubtful Fate, 


You are my ſacred Oracle, from whom, . 
The ſentence of my Life, or Death, muſtcome; 


Propherick influence of Stars, | 
Heoceforth I will no lopger prize, 
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| Nor ſearch thefate of Peace or VVars,' © 

| Buc in your more reſplendant Eyes, 

If you bur ſmile, Fare cannar caſt me down, 
So higheſt joyes will yaniſh when you frown, , 


Nature wants Lapgnage co impact, 
The real Paradife of bliſs, | | 
With which your ſmiles poſſeſs my heart :' 


If there be Heaven on Earth, tis this, ' ' ©*7 


If I-had all mans boundleſs wiſh, would have, 
 I'deflight whole Empires, co become your Slave, 


How tedious fix ſhort Suns appear. 
Which vail your beanty from my hehe, 
Each flying minute ſeemes a year, 

An Age is ſhorter then a Night, 


Bat when dull cime, the long wiſh'd day has bronehe, 


The treacherous hours, our fly the ſwiftett chought, |. 


Imparience ne'r revealed my Love, 

{ TofilentSereams or whiſpertyg Air, 

{ Icraſt nomelancholy Grove - 

Wich Echoes of my ſad diſpaſr, ' | | 
Friendſhip and Duty loſe their incereft here, © 
Tonore------but you, my paſſion ſhall appear, 


All human ations muſt obey; HT 
The ſure decrees of powerfull Rated, © 
From their preſcriptions none can ſtray ; 

| Nor of themſelves pr love; or hates” 


--VVe 


; % 
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We muſt, 6r muſt nor, tis deſig oned aboye;. 
Perhaps my face muſt be, to dye for Love, _ 


AEGAESSALABRASSISESASSESHGES 
On his M ifreſs i going fron fins? 


SONS .. --..-. 


' 2 ea 


O does the Sun withdraw kis 1 Beames? I | 
From off the Northern coaſts and fireames> _. 
VVhence Clonds ard Frofis enſue, 
And leaves the melancholy Slaves ; 
Stupid and dull, as near their Graves, 
Till he their j Joyes renew ; 


| Thoſe thatin Greer land, followed | game, 


Too long, and ſound when back chey came, 
Their Chipping gon, believ'd they muſt dye, 
Ece Succor Came; but yet more blechen I, 


2, 


| How Soon our happyneſs does fly, 


Like Sounds, which wich their Echoes dye, 
Apg leave us in a Trance, 

Bewailins wehad ere enjoy'd, 

The bleflig, (ince tis fill deſtroyed, 
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By ſomEuvhappy, chavce, | 
Why ſhorfld che ſpightfal ftars agree, * 
To yex and mock morality... . 

For thus fikeTraycors which? in darknefslye 
W' are __ brought into the light co dye, 


W : 


In dreames things are not'as they ſeem, 

Elce, what's frajrion bucadream, 
When the poſleſhons paſt 

Alas? to ſay, we were, we had, 

Ts poor content and cen as bad 

Asifw'had ne're had caſt, 

Fice in greac Froſis, ſmall cime poſſe 

Produces pain inſtead of reſt, 

So does the ſhort enjoyment of ſuch bliſs 

And till reſtored, continual torment is, 
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SONG. 


Hoſe tricks and bowes 
And amorovs YOWS, - 
] defie and never will need em 
For he that's cakev with Puppet ſhoweg 
Never new the price of freedome, 


3s 


I defie the thoughts of loving 
Approving 
Tis acrime 
For my fancies alwayes moving 
To the vain expence of time, 


Jo 


All the wiſeſt conne it folly, 
Nor fhall I 
Be ſo mad, | 
To rul'd by Melanchelly, 
Ot any elieat as bad, 
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*- BucIſehave my mind, 

Still unconfin'd 
And my choughts as free as fire, 
My:-tumour fill rove with the wind , - : 
And neyer know Lovers care, 


ACSIESSEFSSIIESFFIFIISIFASSHSFF£ | Wi 
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SONG It 

W1 

.- : Be 

: lle 
Tnce tis now become a faſhion, Ke 


To court all with equal paſſion 
And admires now do prove, | 
There is as well in love. 

As in blood, a circulation, 


2. 


T'me reſolved co fiand the ſally, 
Otfthe ſucleſt Lovers volley , 
And when his voweg are out, 
Toljer bim move abour, 

To his other Kate or 2o/ley; 


{ Though : 


Ls 
as 7 
& 44S 
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Zo 


Though I can allow his courting, Ls 
For my preſent fancies ſporivg , Eo 
Yer I never will atſmir 

A Paſſion, Love or wit | 
Without ſome years ſupporting. 


oRits 


4. 
Ifhis humour ſympathizes ; | , 
With the ſame that mine adviſes , 
Be he pleaſapt as be will, 


le anſwer it but Rill 
Keep a guard againſt ſurpriſes. 


<< 
#} 


« 
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A 
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ASONG, 


I, 
V C7 Hilſt Alrxs lay pieſt 
ln her armies he lov'dbeſt, 
W:: 1 his bands round her Neck, 
Aid his herd onher breaſt, 
He found the fierce pleaſureroo haſty to Ray , 
And his ſoul in the tempeſt juſt flying away, 


2' 
WhenCelaſw this, 
With 2 ligh and a kiſs, 
She cr'yd, oh my dear, Iam rob'd of my bliſs; 
*Tis unkind to your love, and unfairhfully done 
Toleave me behind you , and dye all alone,” 


3o 
The youth choughin haſt, 
Avpd breathine his laſt , : 
In pirty died (lowly, whili ſhedyed more faſt, 
Till attength ſhe cry'd, now my dear, now let us 20, 
Nowdye my Al:x5#:, and I will dye roo, 


Tac Nymph cic 
. | (flow, 


Song 


10ſC 
OW, 


ASONGE, 


on the call of verfifying, 
\ Tis tying, 
Bic in cune;” | 
For ſome will be denyivg, 


| Thata Roſe 1s freſh 1n Tune, 


2o 
| Befides the brother Poets, 


Or ſhew Wits, 
_ Are ſome firce, 
That one can pretend to no wite z 


© | Wirhour the excharge of a Verſe, 


3- 
They aim at praiſe, FROY: 
And write for the- Bayes: 3 340 


" +| Yerall they mencion's, a tory, bs 
And old Ben himſelf in thebeſtof his days, 
Ne'ce knew ſuch a ching as Glory, | 


«+ i 
- >» n X . 9 


To make i vp their Rhimee, 
They'l change our times, © 
Aad make what is old feem new, 


WC | 


ut the Deyila 


Covent Garden Drollery. 


TPLPOBICODIA LEH LIIIPIDEOET BED 


*» 4 


They'l rell you a tale, iv a moddle of Chimes, 
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To his Miftrefs with a pair of T untles, 


D? happy Bicds my Suit renew, | " 
Ler her perceive char Thike you, _ 

Excel in conſiancy, _— ; 

Bur you each other do poſleſs, 

Mine's aninferiour happineſs, 

She payes no love ro me, | 


My conſtancy, may greatet then be thought, 
Since I to love a cruel Nymph, am taught, 
You do bur pay each vrhers Love with Love: . 
Bur Iby lovivg (cory, do kinder prove, 
If then more love then you I boattl, _ 
| Why ſhovldI more in love be croft.. 

Or not with hersbe bleſ, .. 
Ic is the heigth of my deſire, - _ 
Thar I might but perceive my fire 
Had warm'd my Cel:a's Breaft. 


Oh could you ſpeak, you certainly wou'd prove, 
That "were bac juſiice to giye love for love; 
Which thonogh I cann'r expect, I le.outyie 

You Turtle Doves, in matchleſs conſtancy. . 


. . | Ong. 


_ 
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A rural Dance af +Frop ſourel Wake. 


Ell mer FR = pF $haſt ro the vw”, 
For our hongyr, Resar Stake. n,.:: ---. * 
Didi thou ſee Toms, whep he went tothe Green 
In gay cloathes, as ere wereſeen, . .. - 
'With, Nan and Delt. 
Kate and 2b, -. 
Lads and Lafles char: are. 5 brave. Dancers, 
; | and Dick, 
"Ie e.avd Nicks 
All cheſe are the vext : Es, 


Troſt me Toan thou danceb .beft, 

And arr fairer thenthe reſt : 

Thov ſhalt now the Garland wear, 

Elſe I'le nere be ſeen at Fair, 
There be ſiree 
And to.chee 

I will oiighe my faich to love ſhe, 
Say then [oar 
Shall my moane - 

Or Vowes have power to moye thee. 


Grant methar Ile gh and vowe, 


"Till chou ſaift 1'le love thee now. 


F Tie 
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T'le give thee Ale and ſager Cakes, 
And, carry thee to all our. wakes, 
Pipeipg Y:K 
| Singing $:/l, 
Shill be carried, to our Wedding, 
h Andrew Tit 
Wt Warand Kit, 
Shall ear © Poſſer 2t our r Bedding, 
Now Joey, 1 find co my content, 
- That thy iilence gives conſent ; 
| Let us mattied be to day, 
For I can no looger ſlay, 
Pris ds Hoage 
Inmesand Madge, 
Come a long to this our- Feafting, | 
Smile not vas 
Y*are to blame, 
For you'l find it 1s vo jeaftivg. 


To 


Vhen all thy glocies did as aprly wait, 


Yer know vain Ca/:s /thatTi 


A P.ince admits a ſharer co his Throne, 
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FLECHSSHISSSSSEISELSSETESES: 0468 
To his M iſtreſs grown common, 
4 SONG. 
VAT Empite(Catra) e cat's wine; 


When 1 alone reigo'd ore all thine ; 


On my Devotion, 2s iny heare wou'd hi't 

When both cby hearcand eyes, 

All other obje&s did deſpiſe. * 
And. like a ſacred Vorareſs didſt mike, 
Me.chy dear Saint, #6d;h:nce chy Blifs didft take, - 
Then in whae pride 1 ftv'd. to know that thee, 
VVhomihe warld ador'd, wer'c cul'd by me. 

% 45 «SB : - 
B''r now like Forreigners, thine Eyes, 
Do gaze on all, to take a Prize, 
That beaury which once center'd npon me, 
Is now diffus'd, and like the Sun, ſhine free, 
My vowes and rears paſs by, 


Canquierly ioco my ſelfrecice, | 
V Vithour the danger of a ſecond fire : 
And ſcorn thy partial Love,” tis ſeldome kpawp, 


I 68 Cavent Garqen Droblery. 
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To bis. Miſtreſs in Love-with another. 


SONG. 


Iſdain'ul Chlora, can thou deſpiſe 
That fawe;which badiistile.. + ++ 


D 


From'thy. fair, Eyes 3. ....;. \F 
Or whichisgreller EN RY 
Canſtchoy co mine prefer, . 

Anothers dullflame,.. . 


Wilr thon diſpence thy love or -bue, 
LUnequally, likepastial Fae... Ap. 
Who, thoi gi. be moli rigergus to ſome, 
For others yer. __ a me Doom, 
If lovivg mot, may hom you moſi i obtain; | 
Contioer wich what Pain... - 
And envious care. 1, 7, 
 ] often have. beheld, SIND 
Whas youdif my Rival, yeild, 
Keepirg my fire . ws $ 
Oh if you partially proceed, - : PLS 
Think, bow you rake your off- « URI bleed,  : 4908 
When natures dictates, doygthe.Mother bind, - 
Equally co bas Children c Co) obe kind. | 


"yy » 


a - 
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Tobis formerly ſcornfut Miſtreſs, though 
now kind, as apptymg "hmeſelf ko his "A 


Study. F ; {5 al A 


IG 


N*? prond Inſultreſs, know mylovej” 
. N 1s now fix'diightly far above” * *- * 
The reach pf fertnnegftown or thing, - 
Nor maiſt thoy hope ttwillere decline's 
Ontheedgaip; 3 
Here 'ewillremain, 
Secure from folly to rewatd, 
With like contempr this diſreguard : 
For here as on O/:-2pxc plac'd, I ſpie 


The giddy World miflead by foolery, 


aq ﬆs = 


7 


My love, this will never dye, 

Since here 1 have variety - | 

Then hope nor ic will ſo debaſe, 
Itſelf ro doat upon thy face, 

x Ir was thine hate 

That did create. 


F 3 
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To me this happyneſs, and ſo 

Thy form ar firit did prove my foe ; 
For g2zeing like anha:mleſs Forreigner, 
| On chy bewitching features; I did erce, 


F 


Bur to my ſelf, return'd chy pride, 
Deſervedly, I do deride, 

And ſeaced here I do defie, 

The wanton glannces of thine Eye, 

Then mourn and chide, 

Th'exceſsof pride, 

That m-de thee loſe that hear which now, 
With all ry Arcs thou caog'c not bow ; 
Since noiv ic ith more delight I dayly prove 
"The pleaſures of revenge, then thoſe of love, 


[ 
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Lori Ivirn behold and view, 
And chol me with a figh from you , 
] F:y in Rames and ſtill] Conſume, 
Alchough the P:{ be all Perfume, _ 


2o 


To bein Oyl of Roſes drown'd 
O: Water, wher's the difference fonnd, 
Both bring one dearh, and death will be, 


Unwelcome apy way to me, 

| : 
Then gent[e Maid ſome piety ſhow, 
DiRroy nor him, chat loves you ſo + 


A laſs I call, bne ah, Ifee 
There is na hope in ſiore for me. 


© 4 -- Soup 
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O clofly, clofly preft, 

In tis Cymena's Armes young Damon lay, 
"Þanc ingin: ar-cravſpore ſgover bleſtz. .,,. 
He ſeem'd juſt ready, jaſt rodye away : 
Clhmena beheld him wick argonron Eyes, . | 
And chus betwixtfghing and kifing ſhe cries, 

Oh make not ſach haſt to begon, 


Tis coo much unkind, 
While I ftay behingey.. b x5) Tk O pi i7 


For yon _ Oyingalone, : 14. __ INA'S 
vt: 85D 504.0 *10-07.1.0-55: 41 
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This made the youth now drawing to his end, 

The happy moment of his death pts : 
Bur with ſo greara- Sts, - RI 
His flying Soulhggidierain; - rn 
That with himſelf he ſeem\ d. at ftrite,: , 
Whether to let oucLaye, or keepin Li : 

Then ſhe who already was haſttng to Death, 

Said ſoftly, and crembleing, and all our of breath 3 

Oh ! now my dear let us go, 

Dye with me Damon,for now I dye too ; 

Thug dyed they bur *cway, of ſo ſecret a death, 

Thar ſo to dye agaiv, they rook new breath, 


KY onfe 
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ELUASEIISASISEHRIELISEISSSISITE 
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A Yor with this lega]Fruitiop, ©: it. 5165 1g, 
The pennance of Flegmacick loye,:; .-.. 
Deviſed by ſome old Policitian : 

Whoſe finewes, no longer-could move, 


Since wenching 11. mmdeſt, and beanie us commieu 
Why (ould we wed thie defelts oft awommnin.:'' 
37 3862 $970722 [ig ved poctdt tl DL 


"I oe 
- fg C308 bait 3 DIL ESTI ING CG, 
The Husband bas all che yexation, ©... ...;”, 
The quarrelsand care.of. che 5 13. RT 
Faic Perriwigs and Fops, in'th Faſhion, * 
For vothivg enjoy all the (weets. 

Simce, Fc, 
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If the Wife hes wite, beauty or portion, 
Fine cloathes and Gallants muſt be had, 
She followes the Court for Promotion 
Apqvigh for the new Maſquerade, 

| Ince, Fe, 


-» " » 4 » 4a ue won "Res >» 2 Be. 


4; When | 


ws oo Snag 
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When the Chaos was made a Creation, 
And all things i in order did moye, 
The wiſeſt in every nation 
Went into all chey did love, 
Since, Oc, 


pi  ; Wy 
if TOs! 


Each bour is a feaſt of new pleaſure, 

To thofe thar may any where tced, 
The Bees have all natures ſweet treaſure 
Bnc Droves ate confin'd to a weed, 


Since wenehing is modiſh and beauties is commuy 


Why only we wed the defefts of a woman, 


0 
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The W — Lovers diſt TE 
C mp aint, 


Tl, 


He firſt I beheld my fair Philomels face, 
VV appear'd like an Avgel to me, 
Bn- v h=o her dear love | 


She vonchſat't me to prove, 


was beſt with what mankind _ be, -— SE 


So 5 


She has toy'd ard has talk'd, when abtoad we have 
And at home all delights have expreſ (walk'd 
| Her diſcomſe and her | parts, FEE 


Would have raviſh'd all 'begrte mT 
That eyer with her had convers'd, 


Zo 


When we were alone, thenF ga2'd on her face, 
And the more I did gaze I admir'd 


No words Ixould ſpeak, TIER IST 
Leaſtmy hearpic ſhould breek | 


Bur wich Ggh's ic cold wher Tdefic'd, 
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wp.s ould ſomecimes pur me inte diſpair; . 
Bur goto ſpate, 


ies did create me Row TI 
Though my death h me ſeiz 


Yecif the were but pleas'd : 
She could give me new lifei with a kiſs, 
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In fine all perfeRtions thateverwete feen,” 70 
(In all beauties, ) in her did hound; 
With Loves (weers moſt divine, _. 

Did my Philemel(hine ; 


Oh / hec Parrcallel's nor to. be found, 
= 6. ferred bas Ui 


FO 1 od © 38 
But maik what falſe fortuns nnto me haxgone,) 
My delights were roo great long to flay, T3; TT {| 
For thoſe ſweecs which ſhe;ſware, {lil 
Should increaſe ever more * 
In one moment: all yaniſh'd away, 


OIL: 03 350 gr = SI9W-E 700 

pin biclh 

For her faith ſhe WILLS ; ; 2nd devicsrme:thoſ joy 
VVhich in freedome, Ioft.kaye polleſ 2s) 

By her ſcorn's 1 'me betray 'd, 292125 
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 [andalaſsT am made; 
[The moſt wrerched who was the moſt bleſt, 


+ _ -— —_— — 


% 
VVith melancholly Gebs "7 am Cee each day; 
My diſcontents,: hourly Increaſe, =-v 
My mind is payne, NYE 


Apd my heart ſore oppreſt, 
And my ſoul will ne-ce be at peace, 


I bh: 4 ? FLY 
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Therefore ak you gods, Iam Gamly reſoly'd; | 
Your powet ſhan't my paſſion opanrons; | 
Vie dye for herſake, PR 

And in death I make; 


A Love offcripg to her of my Soul, 


4 - 
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| Prologue 


T8 Covent Gu den Drollery. 


I G_ - as OTC ORE OS : 
—_— =; 8 


oo 


= Prologue "+ mh 
Tothe Knight of the burning Peſtle 


F any heer have ancient R-cords ſeen, 13 nm 
Of Amadrs, or doughty Palmerin, ; 
Ot Squire, avd Dwarf, and of enchanred wood, 
And taken true delight in Gyavcs blood, 
Soch we tovice with confidence, to laugh 
Ar the ſtout Acts and Monuments of Ra'ph ; 
Of Ralph , who humbly does each Lady greet , 
And layes bis Barmyg Peſtle arherfeer, * 
This co the Leaives; icdoes now remain, 
We deſcend upward to the vulgar ſwain ; 
And gravely te'l him, thar oor Fletchers wir , 
Has here burleſqu'd all he himſelt had writ, 
Burleſqu'd, that is bas tnrn'd to ridicule, 
As one would ſay, has wiſely play'd che fool, 
Mock-love, Mock pafſton, thar is till to ſay, 
He, as it were, has farcih'd a Play. 
This, Gallants, is char Play, which for your ſake, 
- We now revive, and doubc not ic will cake. 
For in our vertuovs Ace, 
Nor only every wit, Lampoons his brother, 
Buc mea ate all burloſque co one another, 


Ig 
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In Burgundy 2vd Mart, the great ones rayle; 
But thc1. blind i;des are found in Mum and Ale; - - 
Therefore langh on, and cally all you can , 


| For ther's no foplike co your abſent man: 


The world will largh at all you door ſay, 
Ther la: 'gh you, tor a cbs an equal lay, 
As gocd fall on, fance you ate ſure topay, 
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Eoilogue. 


He P:ologne durſtnor tell, before 'twas ſeen, 
F [he Piot we bad to ſwinge the MMajden Queen, 
For had we, tnep, diſcovyer'd our inrenc, 

The Fop, who writ it, bad nor giv'n conſent, 

Or che new peaching trick atleu(i had ſhown, 

And b:oughr in others favits to hide his own. 

Thar wit he has been by his berters raughr , 

When he's accus'd ro ſhew another's faulc, 

When one wit's hynced hard, by joynt conſent 4 
Another cJaps berwixc and doespreverc, [ 
His death, for many Hares (il! foyl the ſcent, 

Thos -v; p07 Paet would have ſcap'd to day, 
Bur from the heard Ifingled ouc bis Play, 
Then Heish aſong with me--- —&  __ 
Both 2rear 2nd ſmall you Poets of the Town, 


And Net! will love you, or to run him dowy, 
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Prologue to Horace, ſpoken by the 
Dutches of Mupmouth, at 
to Cont. 
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V TJ HenHonour flovriſh'd ere for price'cwas ſold' 
| When Rome was poor,and rndebanch'd with 
Thar vercue which ſhould to the world givelaw (gold, 
Firſt under Kings, its Infanc. breath did draw : 

And Horace, who, his Soveraigns Champion fought 
Irs firft example to rep bliques raughe, 

Honor and Love, the PBetz? dear delight, 

The field iv- which. all Madern Mnſes Fight ; 

Where gravely Rhyme, debates what's Juſt andf 
And ſeeming contradidtions paſs for witt, | 

Here intheir varive pntiry ficſt grew, 

E'ce they 'th* Adulterate arts of St oes knew. 

This Manial fiory, which through Fraxce did come, 


And there was wroveht in great  Cornelia's Toom, 
Orindi's rmarchleſs Moſc.to Bricain brovghr, 

And Forreign Verſe, oor Exgliſh Accents caught ; 
So ſoft har c roour ſhame, we underftand, 
They caud nor fall,” biit from a Ladies hand, 

Ttus while a Woman; Horace did tranſlate, 
Horace did riſe a boye a Roman Fare, 
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And by onc Ladies he mounts higher yet, 

VVhile he is ſpoke above; what he ig-writ. 

Bnt his cryumphant Honours. are to come 

When, mighty Prince, he mvſt receive your Doom ; 
From all belides oor Aﬀors have no fear, 

Cenſure, and Wit, are beaniies Vaſſals here: 
And ſhould chey with Rebellion, rempr their rage, 
Our BaGlisks,conld ſhont *em from the Stage 
Buc thac their Fate, would. be two great to dye, 129 ; 
By bright Sabina's, or Camilla's Eye. ; 


. Prologus 
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: © loce Car yon my paſſion-know,. : /. 
And every look my Love does ſhow ;. 
Since Intreft, which fo'lopg:did-Sway, 
' To your fofc Rule, at laigives way. 
A Slaye to ll the mnrions of your will, 
Why weuld you ha* me Pine and Languiſh full, 


I know you canror ove to ſee, 
The many pains that torcure me : 
When at your Feet my ſelf 1 lay, 
You alwayes turn your Eyes aWay. 
=auty a ſaſtneſs from irs natuge rakes, _ 
Which capnot look upon the Wonnds ir makes, 


In ſcorn you can no pleaſure find, 
For conttanr Love perverts your mind: 
Nor do you think, while thvs to one, 
'-. Yen give your charging ſelf alone. : 
Much of your youth and beauty needs mul waſt, 
For there's no one can halt theic ſweetneſs caſt, 


| 


— 
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When you hereafter wiſer grow, 
And further joyes in Love (tall know ; 
With what regret will you repent, 
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The time you've in nnkindneſs ſpent ! 
Truſt me, a thouſand times you'l wiſh in vaio, + 
To call choſe flighred Minutes, back agaip, 


Lt ad 


Prologue, to a reviv'd Play. 


Ld Playes, like Miſtreſſes, long ſince enjoy'd, 
F Long after pleaſe, whom they before hadcloy'd, 
For fancy ſchews che Cudd on paſt delight, 


And cheats it ſelf to a new apperite, 
Bac chey this ſecond ficr comes not ſo ſtrong, 


Like ſecond Agues, neither fierce nor lovg ; 


WF >: 


| What you have known before, grows ſooner ſale, | 


And leſs provokes you, then an untold:tale, 
That but refreſhes what before you knew, 
But chis diſcovers ſomeching which is new ; 
Hence 'cis, that at new Playes you come ſo ſoon, 
Like Bride-grooms, hotc to go to bed ere noone ? 
Oc, if you are detaind ſome little ſpace, 
The fiincking Foorman's, ſent to keep your place, 
Bnt, when a Play's reviv'd, you ſtay and dine, 
And drink cill three, and chen come droppivg 1n; 
As Husband after abſence, wait all day, 
And deſently for Spowſe, till bed time ſtay 
So, ere the brethren's liberall fic was ſpenc, 
The firſt wiſe Noucenformiſt, under went + 

J 


VVich eaſe,apd bactend in impriſomenc, | 
G 2 For | 


$4 Covent Garaen Drollery. 
For greater gains his zeal refus'd the leſs, 
Each day to him was worth a Dioceſs, 
But he who now 1o hopes of equal gain, 
 Willneeds be Pris'ner, tryes the trick in vain 
He melcs indurance halt his Greaſe away, 

To get, like us, poor ewenty Pounds a day, 
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To my fiend, Maſter Tho. St. Sof. 


Efore we faw thy Play, dear Tom, we thoughr, 
No Scztiþ Merchandize.was worth the fraught, 

Buc we will ccuſt thy Conntrymen no more, 

For you, we ſee, grow rich, as we g:ow poor 2 

You get the Bayes, while we geconly Mocks, 

As you got Piizzs, while we got bur Knocks, 

We choughrt pone Playes, bur what were Engliſh made, 

That wit Jike Wool had been onr (taple trade ; 

But chov batt found the trick, (as others do, ) 

Us with our own materials to undoe.. 

Heoceforth we'l have a privy ſearch decreed, 

For every erranc Muſe. that paſſes Tweed : 

A fic of Covenancers, ſhall {iop thee there, 

And ſearch thy Pack, for Anti kickall ware. 

Once, like a Pedler, they have heard thee brag, 

How thou didett cheat their hght, and ſave thy ccag ; 

V Vhe» to che great ontz oſs, nnder pretence 
O: godiy bakes, chou b:ovghril ircelligence, 
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Bar, hear ye, es a friend, let me adviſe, 

Truſt not coo far, that national diſeniſe, 

If thou art caught no.wit Groriſque can bribe em, 
They'l never ſpare a man, thar ſo can gibe em: 

Nor is'c the int'reſt, of us Engliſh Poets, 

To ſuffer any but our ſelves ro grow wits; * 


| Toſhow great Nature in Heroique flory, - 


Orin che Comique, Power, and Flame, and Glorh. 
Once anda way,we let you make us metty, 

With che tare verrues, of the Coftce Berry ; 

But ſhall grow jealous of your Muſe, and hate her, 
When-we are hetor'd on our own Threater, 
Andif a ſecond time, you tread our Stage, - 
We, with the Kirk againit you muſt 'ingages 7 
As two weak States, when they have licuggled long; 
Unice agaiokt achicd, chat grows too firops, I 
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Epilogue » ſpoken by the Lady Mary 
Mordont, before the King and Queen, 
at Court ,to the faithfull Shepheardeſs. 


V 7 Hen Princes indiftreſs, would peace implore; 
V. They firſt take care rochoſe th' Ambaſſadour, 
And think him ficreſt for a charge ſo great,, 

VVho be(i.canpleaſe that King with whom they treat; 
Qur Play rhey threaten'd with a tragique Fate,. 


I, Sir, amchoſe for this affair of State, 

And, hope, what ever errors we confeſs, 

You'l pardon tothe young Ambaſſadreſs. 

If not though now thee lictle Ladies are, 

In no condition, to maintain a Warr : 

Th:ir beauties will intime grow up ſo firong, = : 
That on yqur Court, they may revenge che wrong, þ 
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| Prologue to Albumazar. 


O ſay this Commedy pleas'd {cn a go, 
ls not enongh to make'tt paſs you vow: 
Yer gentlemen your Anceltors had wire, 
VVhen tew men cenſurd, and fewer wrir, 
And [ohyfoz, of thoſe few, the beit choſehis, 
And the be{t modell of his maſter Piece; 
Subtle was got by our Albumazar, | 
That Alchamift by this Aﬀtrologet, » 
Here he was taſhion'd, and I ſhould ſuppoſe, 
He likes my faſhion well; that wearsmy-Eloaths, 
Bnt Zex made n6bly his; whar-he did mould, 
What was anothere's Lead, became bis Gold ; 
Like an 'urrighteonsConquerer he raiges, 
Yet rufes thac well, whick he unjuſtly caivg, 
'Bur-chis our age fact Auchors does afford, 
* As tHe whole PI &7! and: yerſearce wrice a word : || 
VVhoain this Anarchy of witr, rob all, | 
And what's cheir Plunder, their Poſſeſſion call, 
VVho like bold Padders ſcorn by vight coprey, 
Bvt Rob by Sun-ſhine in the face of day ; 
V'Vhaoſcarce the common Ceremony uſe, 
Of and, Sir, and deliver up your Muſe, ' 
But knock the Poet down, and, wich a grace, 
Maunt Pegaſas before the "__ Face, 


| 
| 
| 


Faith | 
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Faich if you have ſuch Country Toms, abroad, 

Tis time for all crc men to Jeave chac Road, 

Yer ic were modett,could ic but be ſed, 

They ſtripe rhe living, bur they rob the dead: 
*F will wich the: rhummey of :fe Muſes Play, 

And make love to *em,the Egyprian, way, 

Oc ata Rhyming Aurthour would have {cd, | 

Joyn the dead living, co che living dead, 

Yer ſuch in Poetry may claim ſome parr, 

They have the Licence, though chey want the Art, 

Such as in Sparta weight for Laurels ftand, 

Poets, not of rhe head, bur of the hand ; 

They make their benefic of others todyiog, 

Much like the meales of Policick, Jack Puddiog - 

Where Broth to claim, there's no one has the corrage, 

Tis all his own, after he has ſpit 1'ch' Porredge. | 

But Gentlemen, y*are all copcernd inchis, 

You ere in fault for what they doa miſs - | 

For they theic thefts will undiſcover'd think, | 

And dir nor fieal unleſs you pleaſe towinck, | 

| Now (ſhould we Letters of reprizall ſeal, | 


Theſemen w:ite char which oc no man elſe would feale, 
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J Pon yor pleaſing plain, 

| Alexis thought, fair C orcs heart ro gain; 
And therefore he unto her every day, | 

f Did fivg, and on his Pipe would ſweedyplay : . 
Moſt pleaſing Tunes: togive delight, 

Unt o chijs beauteous Nymph (0 bricke, 

She that had wounded him wich her air Goh, | 


| x | 2 « 


But the obduracte Maid, 

Novght but unkindneſs to his ſufferings paid; 
For when of love, he unto herdid ſpeak, - - 
Ang's paſhon Geh das 1! his heaic would 

Nothing prevail *d *twas all-in vais, 

© | "Sheflewfrom him i in proude diſdairy 

And lefc Alex, [adly co.complain, 


3. 


7, | Thento the neiobouring Grove, 
Poor Swaio he went, and there his kepeleſs Love. 


* , 
| 
- 
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Alone he movrn'd, and in thar gloomey ſhade; | 
Did erieverha: he her hate and ſcorh was made; = 
VVich penſfive Lookes and Arms a croſs, 

In Tears he did lament her loſs, 

To whomall beauties'in che world are-D:oſs, 


4+ 


Perplexta while be ſate,. - | | 
Upon the Ground, complaining of bis Fare * | 
Againſta Tree, he oently liid his head. 

In hope to ſleep, but reſt from him was fl:d. 
! Hethen ſtart up, and once more went, 

| To her whocaus'd his diſcontent, 

To try if ſhe would yer his Death prevent, 


Fo 


Hard hearted Maid, ſaid he, 

V Vby doſt cthon late him, that ſo doars © on he? 
My flock's I've brorght, tofeed with thine all day, 
And wethe while in harmleſs ſporrs did play, 
Butwhen my love I did make known, - * 

Then all my hopes too ſoon were gone, 

A laſs, yon lefr me co lamencalone, 


- w 
« 
3 . : Y | 
, . +» 


| Cruel, but yer moſ fair, 
| . Quce more hear him whom you have made anne M 
VVil.l 
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VVill your ſeverity ne'ce daign to give, 


| One kind return of Love, and let me Live i 


Here at your Feet behold Ilye, 
And hereby Heaven I vow to dye, 


Ityou my paflion (till with hate deny. 


7. 


But all his olaincs were vain, 

She proudly ſcornd, to eaſe him of his pain; "os 
Which when he ſaw vorTears norPrayers could mo- «- 
Her heart with Picry, ere toyield him Love, 

He figh'd much more andnought could ſpeake, ! 

Bur Cloris with a voice ſo weak, 

That as he cal'd on her, his heart didbreak, 


- 


8, 


When Cloris ſaw him dead, . 

She ſtood a maz'd,her frighted ſpirits fleds - _. 
O'ce him he wept, and weeping ſbe did ſayy &; - 
Stay dear Alex, Cloris bids thee "ap q, © 
Then ferch'd a ſigh, and faintly cry'd, REY 


Alexis, I will be thy Bride, 
And as ſhe ſpoke theſe words, fair Clerrs ay 
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] Led my $:/v. to a Grove, 

Where all che Boughs did ſhade us, 
The Sun ic ſelf, though 1c had ſtrove, 

Ic could riot have berray'd vs ; 

The place ſecurd from humane eyes, 
No other fear alows, 

Bur whenthe winds do gently rite : 
And kiſs the yicldipg Boughs, 


Down there we ſate upon the Maſs, 
Ard did begin co play, 

A thouſand wanton tricks to paſs, 
The heare of all the day. 

A many kifles I did give, 

And ſhe recurn'd che fame, 

Which made her willing to receive - 
That which I dare noc name, 


My greedy eyes no aydsrequit'd, 
To cell cheir Amorous Talc, 

On her that was already fir'd ; 
*T was cafie to prevaile, 

I did bur kiſs and claſpe her ronnd, 
Whoſe ghey my rhoughts expreſt, 


—— 
INT 
A ate. 
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And laid ber gently on the ground : 
Oh ! who can gueis the reſt, 
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A Dong to a SCotiſh tune; .' 


Ome my Phullis, let us improve, 
Both our joy of equal love, 
Whil(t we in younder ſhady Grove. 
Count Minvres by our kiſles, 
See the flowers how (ſweetly they ſpread, 
 Andeach diiplayes his colour'd head, 
To make for us a fragrant Bed, 
To praQtiſe ore new bliſles + 
The Sun it ſelt with love does conſpire, 
And ſends abroad his Ardenr fire, 
And kindly ſeemes to bid us retire, 
And ſhade vs fiom his Gloty ; 
Then fai:eſt come ard do not fear, 
All chat your Slaye defires theie, 
Is Phillis, what you love to hear 
Him ſay ; that he does adore you, 


2. 


Ah ! PBillis, if you lore me ſo, 
þs you peiſwaded me long a go, 
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Why ſhould you now refuſe to do, 
What you ſo oft have vow'd me ; 

Did Iere your bounty abuſe, 

Or your oniMevere(t Commands refuſe, * 

Nay rather choſe co Languiſh chen co loſe, 

Theperfe& reſpect I ow'd you, 

' Yer Phillis, ſome reward is due, 

To tim who dayly does renew, 

The pailſion which he has for you, 

Is a faithfull Lover, 

Then come my deareſt be not (Þy, 

Thou know my heart, and my ſecreſie 

Wair nor this oppertunirie, | 

When none can our joyes, diſcover, 


Jo 


Phiftis, in vain you ſhed theſe tears, Bo 
V Vby do you bluſh, which ſpeak your fears, 
There's none but your Amntas hears, 

VVhar meanes this pretty paſſion 
Cav you fear your fancies will cloy, 
Thoſe that the bleſſings do'injey, 

Oh, no fi:ch needleſs fearsdeſitoy, 

This niceries our of Faſhion, 
When thou haſt don by Pay I ſware, 
Thoa wilt unto mine eyes appear, : 
A thouſand times more charming and falr, 

Then thou wearcro my ficft defire, 
That ſmile was kind: and now thou'e wiſe, 


[FRY 
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| Tothrow away char coy oiſguile : 

And by the vegor of thy eyes, 
Declace thy youth andfice; 


CCC... A. 
———— _—  —__ 
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Dong toads chotiſh tune, fo 


V7". Iemmy, firſt began to Love, 
/ He wasthe fineſt Swain : 
That ever yer a flock had dorve, 
Or danc'd upan the Plain: : 
"Twas yea chat I, way*s me poor heatt, | 
My freedome threw a ways 
And finding ſweets in eyery (matt ; 
I coud not ſay him nay. 
Andever when he ſpoke of Love, | 
He would higeyes decline, - 
And every 6gh, woud take a heart, ?: 
Gued faith and why not mine : 
He'd preſs my Hand, and kiſs it oft, 
His Hence ſpoke hisflame, 
And whilk he created me thus ſoft : 
I witht him more to blame, 


Sometimes to feed my flocks with him, win 
My ſemmy would invite me, 

There he the gayeft Songs, would fivg 
On purpoſe to delighe me, _ 


. .. And |} 


| 96 Covent Garden Drollery. 

And Iemmy every erice diſpleas'd, 
Which were enough I rcow, 

To conquer any princely Maid, 

 Sodid he me | vow, . 


But now for [emmy mult I mourn, 
Whoto the Wars mutt go, 

His (heephook roaſword mull curn ; 
A laſs what hall l do. 

His Bag-pipe into warr-like ſounds, 

Muſt now exchanged be, ' 

 Ivitead of Garlands, fearſhil Wounds : 

ſhen what becomes of me, 


_ CC —— 


Damon being ashed a reaſon for Loveing. 


HiÞlis, you 2sk me why 1 do perſue, 
And Court no other-Nympi but youz 
And why with eyes, and {ighes, I do bet: ay, 
A pation which [ dare norſay : | 
His cauſe I love, and if you ask we why, 
Wich womens anſwers; t muſt make teply, 


You asx what Arenme nts al have rn prove, 


_ Tharmy unretl proceeds from Loy. 
| Youl|. 
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You'l not believe my paſſion cl] I ſhow, 
A bercer reaſon why tis ſo; 

Then Ph;{:s ler thisreaſon (ſerve for one) 

I know I love, becauſe my reaſons gov. 


You ay a love like mine muſt needs declare, 
The objec ſo beloy'd, not fair ; | 

That neither witt nor beauty in her dwell, 
Whoſe lover can no reaſon tell : 

Why *cis he does adore, or why he burns; 


Phillis, let thern give ſuch that have rerurness 


For by the (x1f ſame reaſon, which you uſe, 
Damoy might juſily, you accuſe: 


"Why do you ſcorn and with a proud diſdain, 


Receive the Vowes, bur ſlight che Swain; 
You ſay you cannot love, yer know no caule, 
May I not prove my love, by your own Lawee: 


Am I not youthful, and as gay a Swain, 
As ere appear d ppon the Plain : 
Have I not courted you withal r*adreſs, 
An amourous Shepheard could profeſs; 
To add rothis, my Flocks and Heards, are grear, 
Yer this will ſcarce my happyneſs complear, 


Thus you no reaſon for your coldneſs give, 
And ris bat juſt, you (honld believe ; 

That all your beauty unadotn'd by arr, 

Haye hucr, anq not gblig'd my hearc, 
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Be kind to that, return my paſſivs too, | 
And ['!e gtve reaſon why I loye you ſo, | 


LEFEEIEESEESSFIEISESSIISLISDE | 


SOXG. 


Va reaſon ore my heart did ſway, | 
/ Then ſubje& paſhons did obey : | 
And freedom, fill I moſt did crave, | 
Not thinking e*:e to be Loves flave ; 

Till he moſt cunning, by ſurprize, 


Stole i, and fix my wandring eyes, 


Mt 


My reaſon then by paſſhon led, . 
With pleaſing joys, my fancy fed ; | 
Which for a time. did fo tranſcend, | 
I thought they ne'ce could have an end ? | 


And nothing then, did grieve me more, ; 
Then that I hid not loy'd before, 
When at my freedome I did range, \ 
My joy uncertainly did change / \ 
My pleaſures (til merhonghts were ſcant, 
And {till my joyes did ſomething want ; Y 
Till iv her center fixt by loye, y 
Saniety offweets I prove, 
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Bleſl with loves chains, k, dis live, 

Bur fort Could no reaſon give : 

E My pleaſures were coo ſweet to laſt, 

And by diſdain were ſoon o're caſt, 
Anothers flame her heart aflaules, 
Which prov'd her loye to me was falſe, 


My love then (corn'd, dy'd with diſgrace, 

And reaſon once again took place ; 

When reaſon comes, love mutt depart, 

Both ne're ac once, liv'd in a heart 2 
Stravge that I ſhovld ſo fooliſh prove, 
And thus to be miſlead by love, 


 $0XG. 


One did fair Phill; Jove a Swain, 
| Who as 'cwas thovght repaid again? 
With intereft her kindneſs 
Their love's but flocks, not equal were, 
The only canfe of all their fear ; 
This prov'd god Cupids blindneſs, 


2+ 
With equal flames, a while they burn, 
When one, both gid rejoyce or mourn, 
Their hearts ſo were fetter'd ; 
Yet a new love did him ſucceed. 
Which prov'd the firit, was bur for need, 
Though may be '*twas nor bette'd, 
| PRA 
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| o Fo 
A GCaltant comes, Gallanrs can do, 
| Much with young Maids, and old ones too; 
And lovingly accol(t her, | 
The unjuſt Nymph , did court his flame, | 
More eagerly then e're the Swain ; | 
Did hers before he leje her, 


Fa : 
The Swain forgot, the macch is made, 
With the new love, though as *cwas ſaid; 

He had no:mind to marty, 
Hymento light his Torch they call, 
The Nymphs and Swains inviced all, 
Toſce him reach his Quarry, 
To 
But providence the Marrtage Croft, | 
Jukt ar the crime the Bride-greomes loſt; 
When he ſhould be adoing, 
It colt her many ſighs and rears, 
With liccle joy and many feats, 
E're Hymen ends the woes, 
6, 
This womans ſolly plainly ſhews, 
Who till withdraw their ſmiles (rom thoſe, 
Who love ard molt afte& they, 
W hich fortune on chemſelves return, 
Arti commonly does make them bury : 
For thoſe that moRt negletthem, 
| Te : 
Some ſor y were, but many (mud, p 


Fd 
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And ſaid the Nymph the Swain beguild ; 
Becauſe he did -not at her, 

Some ciy'd the plains he would deſert, 4 

Or that deſpair would break hisheart: - 6: 
Bur faith *rwas no ſuch matter, = 


SONG. 


Rueſt joy muſt ariſe, 
From a womans bright eyes, 
For there is the perfecteſt bliſs, 
Till we can obrain, 
Berwixt pleaſure and pais, 
The injoyments that follow a kiſs, 
2, 
For love after ſcorning, 
And joy after moutring ; ; | 
Ate alwayes far berter accepted, £4 0:08 
Then that love which we gain, Wi q 
Wichour trouble or pain : 
From a Mis, who ug never neglefed. 


For when with a home-couch, 
She is tickled ſomuch ; 

That it makes her cry oh it does hurts me, 
Oh / oh ! then does ſucceed, | 
Thoſe true pleaſures indeed ; 
Which what Paradiſe 13* dos 1n{{ruct me, 
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* Ond man that hopes to catch aface, 

Whoſe every grace 
Will Arick th! Y nhearr, with an amazing terror, 
Her beauties hive 


Solike divine ; 

That they 'l convince thee of thy fooliſh error. 
2 

Mack bue thar olance, which now did fly 

From _ brighe Ba 
And te!l me then, can avy Mortal draw, 

A Line by art - 

' Like that fierce Dart; 


Which all the ſubjeQ world cap keepin awe. 


Hark to char heavenly voice which can, 
Traviport a man, 

Beyond the raptures of che beaveply Sphears, 
As ſoon you may 
Create a day 3 


Oc ſweer Auyrara's beauties Lymn,as hers, 


4. 
Leave then thy bold atcempc to Fate 
Who muſt create, 


New fancy which muſt heayenly power receive, 
For grant that here, 
Apellis were ; 


She as his fruites the Birds, would aim deceive, 


Song, 
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| 
'O juſtice he had, that firſt did approve, | 
To caſt down high Honour,and ſer up fona Love. || 
Thovzh love we confeſs, has the antiienrer (tate 
Yet old things we ſee, growes molt Gur of date. 
'9, 
Love after injoyment, does ſcidome prove good, 
But cionour, (or ever, dots raign in the blood ; 
Thar juit like the Smoke,does quickly expire, 
But chis aces for ever, remain like Fire, 


Zo 

Love mnt noto Honour, precedency give, j 
Thac dyes with the SubjeR, whey Honour does live » || 

"is thatthar keeps love out ofthe Daft, | 
For love wichout honour, ac beſt is Luft, 
To be ſcorned in Love, 1s a mo{t crnel Fate, 
And thus we prove Honour, the happier lace : 
For old chings vie know, muſt give place unco new, | 
Then calt back fond Love, and give Honour her due, 
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A Country Dzologue. 


will, 
IJ 0od Morrow De/lj. I Salute thee, 
After our own Country way, 
Doll. 
Now by my Maiden-head J7/1, I thank thee ; 
And good Morrow to thee I fay, 
mall, | 
Yout Maiden-bead you pretty Dowdy, 
| Whai 2 finpering look thou haſt, 
AM hinks thou (howlt a pretty maiden 
In a! parts, bel ow thy waſt. 
| | Ds/l. 
An4 why below my waſt Ipray you, 
There I'me cove: d with my Cloaths, 
will, 
' Tbut T once ſaw ſomething naked, 
Madge my Teeth hack in my Hoſe, 
Qi Do/l | mean my Occllliaries, 
S:ch 2eer ] think thou ne're did ſee, 
Tiipgs chac will pleaſe thee without meaſure 
And theſe poor Rogue, I'le giverto thee; 
| For hatk chee Doll, I'mz come to woe thee, 
Thou knowſt my mind and what I meane, 
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Te give thee that ſhall fill chy belly, 
Wait thou near ſo poor or leane; 

| 1'de fain be married, prechee rellme, 

| When ſhall be our weddipg day, 

| Doll, 

| Firſt let me know how well you love me 2 


; | Then you ſhall hear what I will ay. 


Will, 


| | love thee Do/ly bre and berter, 


| Then our Browzy, love's ber Calf, 
| Oh Do//my topgue can never utter; 
| All my love to thee nor half, 
Tis even ſuch my deareti Dolly, 
Though I not angry am ar all, 
That with my Teeth I could rear fromthee: 
| All thy Cloathes, thy Smock and all. 
| Oh love me they, thou pretty Doxcy, 
Which am thy crve and faithfull Lover, - 
| Quench thou my fire which elſe will burn ; 
| Andſtraighc way make my Pot run over, 
| F. Doll. | 
VVell, if your love be ſo exceeding, 
As you do proteſt and ſay ; 
I can no longer then deny you, 
But yeild co love withour delay. 
And we'l be married my dear hony, 
To morrow morn with all my heat, 
wil, 
I am glad we have agreed ſo quickly : 
And from thee 1'ie never part,” 
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Prethee kiſs to bind the bargain, 
Thon ſhalc be all my love and joy, 
I long my dear ci!l w2 are Married, 
That 'v< moat alwayes Eifs ag OY. 
FP. ry 
Kiſs rhee my Dol, T faith : 
Oh ! thorz 1s a Breath moſt "WT 


Bur yet 115 ſorre: Un {: :fORL S XtD- (39, 
And e@oth ſme! l:e (tinkin:. Bone 
Do” 


Kiſs me acaiy, acai 2 pray thee 

Oh there, oh there : - Oh t09r ,Ca inats 
| Www. 

Zovnds, and ſhe be fo mad of Kifling, 

Soc [run ftatk mad of you know what, 


Doll. 


What time 1th morving wilt thou fetch me, 


O 1fI ſhall come to thee; . 
Name but the time, and I'le waic on thee, 
Thou ſhalc ot flay ops jor for me . 

wil. 
No no, I'le fetch thee bur be ready, 
Leaſt the tirne vs over-{);p, 

Daſl, 

Oh ! for remembrance let me hug thee; 
And take my farewell of thy Lip. 
Ah me / that kiſs as ſweet as Hony, 
wakes me lovg and much dehire, 
Tortaſt choſe ſweets l oft heard on 


| 
[1 
| 
| 
| 
[] 
4 


| | Oh *rwillgtve thee ſuch contenr, 


. And of our next mghts merriment, 
| Bur now we know each other S meaning, 
| Ler's prepare againſt che night, ' 


| 


Then will I waic till you do call, 
' Do for to morrow viehe; I cell chee, 


| We will play atupralles all, 
| We'l dance 2 dance, I faich ſhall pleaſe rhee : 


| And when we have done then we 'vill kiſs 
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which are rais'd by Cuprds Fire, 
Vie Graighe 90 home and make me tea Jy, 


Will, 


Up and down, and never miſs, 
Inſtead of turning we'l keep dancing, 


| Thoud®R wiſh thagrrhon mightiit dance (o ever; 


Doll, 
I hall not ſleep for thinkingon thee, 


I may enjoy thoſe ſports thouralkſt of, . 
VVhich will yeild me ſuch —_ 


Coridons 
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Coridons, Contemplation. 
flo Sze and 1! a milking went, 
Then #1! andI hied rhither, 


And as they milk'd by them we lay, 
Makeipg ous Love's cogether, 


G7 
He complemented his dear 2/1, | 
And ſo did I my Se: | 
Oh ! never yet was menfſo bleſt, | 
With th' love of two ſo true, 


+ 7. 
For when their milking they had done, 
Then did begin our blitfs, | | 
We lay upon che Ground and talk'd,. | | 
We tumbled and did kiſs, | 


4 
Till cwo long hours was quickly ſpent, | 
In ſuch ſweer harmleſs pleaſure, | 
As Maids will to their Sweer. hearts give, 
VVhen they have time and leaſure. 


VVith Sillibubs, with Calle and Cheeſe, 

VVe cat and drunk our fill, 

VVhichcheſe poor Rognes had brought with «tic.uth 
- For me and hone(i #71), 
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| Mall, cave to Will a new las'd Band, 

| She bought it at our Fair, 

' ]r's fellow pretty Sze bad cor, 

And gave 1t me to wear, 


* 
But now poor Maid's they muſt go hor +, 
No longer durli they ſlay, 
Moll kiſs't her ll, and Sze kiſs't me, 
Then ſighivg went away, 
| 8, 
Oh ! ſuch true Love's, was never heard on, 
Nor ever yet was ſeen, 
| Inall the Gountry far andneer, n 
As they to ns have been, 


9. 
- Therefore at th' VVake's we'l carry them; 
VVhere ere the Fidlers play, 
| VVe'lgive'em Sider. Aleand Cakes, 
'  Anddance withnone bur they, 


| I To C overt Garaep Drollery. 
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His way, this way, come and hear, 
You that bold theſe pleaſures dear ; 
Fill your ears with on: ſweet ſound, 
Whilſt we melt the frozen Ground, 


2. 


This way come,make haf?, oh fair, 
Let your clear eyes gvild the Aire : 
Come and bleſs vs with your ſighr, 
This way, this v ay, ſeek delight, 


